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Fada eſt in coitu, & brevis voluntas, &c. 


J hate Fruition — now *tis paſt, 
'Tis all but Naſtineſs at beſt ; 
The homelieſt Thing that Man can do, 
Beſides, 'tis ſhort, and fleeting too: 

A Squirt of ſlippery Delight, 

That with a Moment takes its Flight, 
A fulſom Bliſs, that ſoon does cloy, 
And makes us loath what we enjoy. 
Then let us not too eager run, 

By Paſſion, blindly hurried on, 

Vol. III. 5 B 


2 A FRGMENT or PETRONIUS. 


| Like Beaſts who nothing better know, 

| Than what meer Luſt incites them to: 
| For when in Floods of Love we're drench'd, 

| The Flames are by Enjoyment quench'd : 

| But thus, let's thus together lie, 

| And Kiſs out long Eternity: 

| Here we dread no conſcious Spies, 

| No Bluſhes ſtain our guiltleſs Joys: 

Here no Faintneſs dulls Deſires, 

And Pleaſure never flags, nor tires: 
This has pleas'd, and pleaſes now, 

And for Ages will do ſo: 

Enjoyment here, is never done, 


But freſh, and always but begun. 
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Make n me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 
Large as my capacious Soul, 

Vaſt as my Thirſt is; let it have 
Depth enough to be my Grave; 

I mean the Grave of all my Care, 
For I intend to bury't there; 

Let it of Silver faſhion'd be, 

Worthy of Wine, worthy of me; 
Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 

As that bright Cup amongſt the Stars: 
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4 AN ODE OF ANACREON. 


That Cup, which Heav'n deign'd A Place; 
Next the Sun, its greateſt, Grace. 
Kind Cup! that to the Stars did go, 
Io light poor Drunkards here below: 

Let mine be ſo, and give me Light, 
That I may drink, and revel by't: 
1 Yet draw no Shapes of Armour there, 
' No, Caſk, nor Shield, no Sword, nor Spear, 
ö Nor Wars of Thebes, nor Wars of Troy, 
Nor any other Martial-Toy; 
For what do I vain Armour prize, 
Who mind not ſuch rough Exerciſe, 
But gentler Sieges, ſofter Wars, 
| Fights, that-caufe no Wounds, or Scars ? 
| PT 1l have no Battles on my Plate, | 
| Left Sight of them ſhould Brawls create, 
Leſt that provoke to Quarrels too, | 

Which Wine itſelf enough can do, 

Draw me no Conſtellations there, 

No Ram, nor Bull, ror Dog, nor Bear, 
Nor any of that monſtrous Fry 

Of Animals, which ſtock the Sky: 

For what are Stars to my Deſign, 

Stars, which I, when drunk, out- ſhine, 

Out- ſhone by ev'ry Drop of Wine? 

J lack no Pole- ſtar on the Brink, 

To z nide, in the wide Sea of Drink, 
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AN ODE OF ANACREON. 


But would for ever there be toſt ; 

And wiſh no Haven, ſeek no Coaſt, 

Vet gentle Artiſt, if thow'lt try 
Thy Skill, then draw me (let me fee)” ham 

Draw me firſt a ſpreading Vine, = 

Make its Arms the Bowl entivine, 

With kind Embraces, ſuch as 1 | 
Twiſt about my loving neee. 

Let its Boughs o'er-ſpread above 

Scenes of Drinking, Scenes of Love: 

Draw next the Patron of that Tree, 

Draw Bacchus, and ſoft Cupid by: E 

Draw them both in topeing Shapes, 5 

Their Temples erown'd with cluſter d Grapes 5 

Make them lean againſt the Cup, 

As'twere to kcep their Figures up: 

And when their reeling Forms I view, 

PII think them drunk, and be ſo too: 

The Gods ſhall my: Examples be, 

Tue Gods, thus Drunk in Efſigy. | 
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As oft, Sir Tradexwell, as we meet, 
| You're ſure to aſk me, in the Street, 
When you ſhall ſend your Boy to me, 
To fetch my Book of Poetry, 
And promiſe you'll but read it o'er, 
And faithfully, the Loan reſtore : 
But let me tell you as a Friend, 
You need not take the Pains to ſend : 
"Tis a long Way to where 1 dwell, © 
At farther End of Clerkenwell - 
There in a Garret, near the Sky, 
Above five Pair of Stairs I lie. 
But if you'd have, what you pretend, 
You may procure it nearer Hand: 
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AN ALLUSION TO MARTIAL 7 
In Cornbill. where you often go, 
Hard by th' Exchange, there is you know, 
A Shop of Rhime, where you may ſee 
The Poſts all clad in Poetry, 
There Hindmarſh lives of high Renown 
The noted'ſt Tory in the Town: 
Where if you pleaſe, enquire for me, 
And he, or's Prentice, preſently, 
From the next Shelf, will reach you down: 
The Piece, well bound, for half a Crown: 
The Price is much to dear, you ery, 
To give for both the Book, and J, 
Yes, doubtleſs, for ſuch Vanities, 
We know, Sir, you are too toe wits: 
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Written March 10, 1677. 


os as Tom my Bed repoſing lay, 


And in foft Sleep, forgot the Toils of Day, 


Myſelf, my Cares, and Love, all charm'd to reſt, : 


And all the Tumults of my waking Breaſt, 
Quiet and calm, as was the ſilent Night, 
Whoſe Stillneſs did to that bleſs'd Sleep invite; 


I dreamt, and ſtrait this Viſionary- Scene 


Did, with Delight, my Fancy entertain. 

I ſaw, methought, a lonely Privacy, 
Remote, alike, from Man's and Heaven's Eye, 
Girt with the Covert of a ſhady Grove, 

Dark as my Thoughts, and ſecret as my Love: 
Hard by, a Stream did with that Softneſs creep, 


 As'twere by its own Murmurs huſh'd aſleep : 


On its green Bank, under a ſpreading Tree, 
At once a pleaſant ſhelt'ring Canopy, 
There I, and there my dear Co/mel:a ſate, 
Nor envy'd Monarchs in our ſafe Retreat: 
So, heretofore, were the firſt Lovers laid 


On the ſame Turf, of which themſelves were made 


M. 


THE DREAM. 0 


A while, I did her charming Glories view, 
Which to their former Conqueſts, added new 
Awhile, my wanton Hand was pleas'd to rove 
Thro' all the hidden Labyrinths of Love; 
Len thouſand Kiſſes on her Lips I fix'd, 
= Which ſhe with interfering Kiſſes mix'd, 
Eager as thoſe of Lovers are in Death, 
When they give up their Souls too with the Breath. 
Love, by theſe Freedoms, firſt became more bold, 
At length unruly, and too fierce to hold: 
See then (ſaid I) and pity, charming Fair, ) 
Yield, quickly yield, I can no longer bear 
Th” impatient Sallies of a Bliſs ſo near x 
You muſt, and you alone, theſe Storms appeaſe, 
And lay thoſe Spirits, which your Charms could raiſe ; 
Come, and in equal Floods let's quench our Flame, 
Come let — and unawares I went to name 
The Thing, but ſtopt and bluſh'd, methought, in 
| Dream. 
At firſt, ſhe did the rude Addreſs diſown, 
And check'd my Boldneſs with an angry Frown, 
But yielding Glances, and conſenting Eyes 
Prov'd the ſoft Traitors to her forc'd Diſguiſe _- 
And ſoon her Looks, with Anger rough e're while, 
Sunk in the Dimples of a calmer Smile; 
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Then, with a Sigh, into theſe Words ſhe broke, 
And printed melting Kiſſes as ſhe ſpoke : 

Too ftrong, Philander, 7s thy pow'rful Art 

To take a feeble Maid's ill-guarded Heart : 

Too long Pe ſtrugg led with my Bliſs in vain, 

Too long oppor d what J oft wiſh'dto gain, 
| Loath to conſent, yet loather to deny, 

At once Icourt, and ſhun F. nei: 
I cannot, will not pielb; and yet 1 muſt, 

Left to my own Deſires I prove unjuſt 3 

Sqaweet Rawiſher ! what Love commands thee, do; 
7 Pm diſpleas'd, I ſhall forgive thee too, | 
 Toravell thou noa; - and there my Hand ſhe ores; . 
And ſaid no more, but bluſh'd, and ſmil'd the reſt. 

Raviſh'd at the new Grant, fierce, eager I 

Leap'd furious on, and feiz'd my trembling Prey; 
With guarding Arms ſhe firſt my Force repell'd, 
Shrunk and drew back, and would not ſeem to yield: 
Unwilling to o'ercome, ſhe faintly ſtrove, 

One Hand pull'd to, what t'other did remove: 
So feeble are the Struglings, and ſo weak 
In Sleep we ſeem, and only Sleep to make: 
Forbear ! (ſhe ſaid) 45, gentle Youth, foroear ! / 
(And fiill ſhe hug'd, and claſp'd me {till more near) 
4h 1 will you, will you force my Ruin fo ? 
do not, do not, do net; let me go. 
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THE DIR A M. 2 


What follow'd was above the Pow'r of Verſe, 
Above the Reach of Fancy to rehearſe: 

Not dying Saints enjoy ſuch Extaſies, 

When they in Viſion antedate their Bliſs; 

Not Dreams of a young Prophet are ſo bleſs'd, 
When holy Trances firſt inſpire his Breaſt, 
And the God enters there to be a Gueſt. 

Let duller Mortals other Pleaſures prize, 
Pleaſures which enter at the waking Eyes, 


Might I cach Night, ſuch ſweet Enjoyments find, 


I'd Wink for ever, be for ever Blind. 
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Is no wild, flutt' ring Notion of the Brain, 


Where he, deſcended of an ancient Race, 


Which a long Train of num'rous Worthies grace, 


By Virtue's Rules guiding his ſteady Courſe, 


Traces the Steps of his bright Anceſtors. 
But yet I can't endure an haughty Aſs, 
Debauch'd with Luxury, and flothful Eaſe, 
Who, beſides empty Titles of high Birth, 
Has no Pretence to any Thing of Worth, 


Shou'd proudly wear the Fame, which others ſought, 


And boaſt of Honour which himſelf neꝰ er got. 
1 grant the Acts, which his Forefathers did 
Have furniſh'd Matter for old Hellin/heaa, 
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For which their "ſcutcheon,' by theCongu? ror grac « 

Still bears a Lion Rampant for his Creſt : 

But what does this vain Maſs of Glory boot 

To be'the Branch of ſuch a noble Root, 

If he, of all the Heroes of his Line, 

Which in the Regiſter of Story ſhine, 

Can offer nothing to the Wold's Regard, _ 

Butmouldy Parchments, which the Worms have ſpar'd ? 

If ſprung, as he pretends, of noble Race, 

He does his own Original diſgrace, | 85 

And, ſwoln with ſelfiſh: Vanity and Pride, 

To Greatneſs has no other Claim beſide, | 

But ſquanders Life, and ſleeps away his Days, 

Diſſolv'd in Sloth; and ſteep'd in ſenſual Eaſe? 
Mean while to fee how much the Arrogant, 

Boaſt the falſe Luſtre of his high Deſcent, 

You'd fancy him Comptroller of the Sky, 

And fram'd by Heav'n of other Clay than I. 

Tell me, great Hero, you, that would be thought 

So much above the mean and humble Rout. 

Of all the Oreatures, which do Men eſteem? 

And which would you yourſelf the nobleſt deem? 

Put Caſe of Horſe : No doubt, you'll anſwer ſtrait, - 

The Racer, which has oft'neſt won the Plate: 

Who full of Mettle, and of ſprightly Fire, 

Is never diſtanc'd in the ſwift Career: 
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Him all the Rivals of Nezumarket dread, 
And Crowds of Vent'rers ſtake upon his Head: 
But if the Breed of Dragon®, often caſt, 
Degenerate, and prove a Jade at laſt; 
Nothing of Honour or Reſpect (we ſee) 
Is had of his high Birth and Pedigree; 
But maugre all his great Progenitors, 
The worthleſs Brute is baniſh'd from the cent 
Condemn'd for Life to ply the dirty Road, 
To drag ſome Cart, or bear ſome Carrier's Load. 
Then how can you with any Senſe expe& 
That I ſhould be ſo filly to reſpect 
The Ghoſt of Honour periſh'd long ago, 
That's quite extinct, and lives no more in you? 
Such gaudy Trifles with the Fools may paſs, 
Caught with mere Show, and vain Appearances: 
Virtue's the certain Mark, by Heav'n deſign d, 
That's always ſtampt upon a noble Mind: 
If you from ſuch illuſtrious Worthies came, 1 
By copying them, your high Extract proclaim: 
Shew us thoſe gen'rous Heats of Gallantry, 
Which Ages paſt did in thoſe Worthies ſee; 
That Zeal for Honour, and. that brave Diſdain, * 
Which ſcorn'd to do an Action baſe or mean: 


* The Name of a famous Race- Horſe of that Time. ; 


TOUCHING N OBILITY. 


Do you apply your ] Intereſt aright, 
Not to oppreſs the Poor with wrongful Might? 
| Would you make Conſcience to pervert the Laws, 
Tho brib'd to do't, or urg'd by your own Cauſe? 
Dare you, when juſtly call'd, expend your Blood 
In Service for your king and Country's Good? 
Can you, in open Field, in Armour ſleep, 
And there meet Danger in the ghaſtlieſt Shape? 
By ſuch illuſtrious Marks as theſe, I find, 
You're truly iſſu'd of a noble Kind: 
Then, fetch your Line from Albanact, or Hure, 
Dr if theſe are too freſh, from older Brute | 
At Leiſure ſearch all Hiſtory to find 
Some great and glorious Warriour to your Mind: 
Take Cz/ar, Alexander, which you pleaſe, 
To be the mighty Founder of your Race; 
In vain the World your Parentage bely, 
That was, or ſhould have been, your Pedigree. 
But if you could with Eaſe, derive your Kin 
From Hercules himſelf, in a right Line; 
If yet there nothing in your Action be, 
Worthy the Name of your high Progeny; 
All theſe great Anceſtors, which you diſgrace, | 
Againſt you are a Cloud of Witneſſes: 
And all the Luſtre of their tarniſh'd F ame 
Serves but to light and manifeſt your, Shame: 
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In vain, you urge the Merit of your Race, 

And boaſt that Blood, which you yourſelf debaſe. 

In vain you borrow, to adorn your Name, 

The Spoils and Plunders of another's Fame; 

If, where 1 look'd for ſomething Great and Brave, 


I meet with nothing but a Fool or Knave, 
A Traitor, Villain, Sycophant, or Slave, 
A freakiſh Madam, fit to be confin'd, 
Whom Bedlam only, can to Order bind, 
Or (to ſpeak all at once) a barren Limb, 
And rotten Branch of an Illuſtrious Stem. 

But I am too ſevere, perhaps, you'll think, 
And mix too much of Satire with my Ink: 
We ſpeak to Men of Birth, and Honour here, 
And thoſe nice Subjects muſt be touch'd with Cares 
Cry Mercy, Sirs! Your Race, we grant, is known ; 
But how far backwards can you trace it down ? 
You anſwer: For at leaſt a thouſand Year, 
And ſome odd Hundreds, you can mak't appear: { 
*Tis much: But yet, in ſhort, the Proofs are clear : 
All Books with your Fore-fathers Titles ſhine, 
| Whoſe Names have ſcap'd the gen'ral Wreck of Time: 
But who is there ſo bold, that dares engage 
His Honour, that in this long Tra® of Age, 
No one of all his Anceſtors deceas'd, 


Had e'er the Fate to find a Bride unchaſte? 
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TOUCHING NOBILITY. 


That they have all along Lucretia's been, | 
And nothing e'er of ſpurious Blood crept in, 


To mingle, and defile the ſacred Line? 


Curs'd be the Day, when firſt this Vanity 
Did primitive Simplicity deſtroy, 
In the bleſs'd State of Infant-Time, unknown, 
When Glory ſprung from Innocence alone: 
Each, from his Merit only, Title drew, 
And that, alone, made Kings, and Nobles too: 
Then, ſcorning borrow'd Helps to prop his Name 
The Hero from himfelf deriv'd his Fame : 
But Merit, by degenerate Time at laft, 
Saw Vice ennobled, and herſelf debas'd: 
And haughty Pride, falſe, pompous Titles feign'd, 
T'amuſe the World, and lord it o'er Mankind: 
Thence the vaſt Herd of Earls, and Barons came, 
For Virtue, each brought nothing, but a Name: 
Soon after, Man, fruitful in Vanities, 
Did Blazoning and Armory deviſe, 
Founded a College for the Herald's Art, 
And made a Language of their Terms apart, 


Compos'd of frightful Words, of Chief, and Baſe, 


Of Chevron, Saltier, Canton, Bend and Fe/s, 
And whatſoe'er of hideous Jargon elſe 


Mad Guillim, and his barbarous Volume fills, 
Vol. III. * 
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Expence and Luxury muſt ſet it forth: 
It muſt inhabit ſtately Palaces, | 


To be an honeſt Man, and keep his Word; 


While daily, Crowds of ſtarving Creditors 


Till he, at length, with all his mortgag'd Lands 1 


Himſelf and all his Anceſtors are ſold: ZE 
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Then farther the wild Folly to purſue, I 
Plain, down-right Honour, out of Faſhion grew 3 1 
But to keep up its Dignity and Birth, 1 


Diſtinguiſh Servants by their Liveries, 

And carrying vaſt Retinues up and down, 

The Duke and Earl, be by their Pages known. - 
Thus Honour to ſupport itſelf, is brought 3 E 

To its laſt Shift, and thence the Art has got, | . 

Of borrowing ev'ry where, and paying nought: I 3 

Tis now thought mean, and much beneath a Lord B 


Who, by his Peerage, and Protection ſafe, 
Can plead the Privilege to be a Knave: 


Are forc'd to dance Attendance at his Doors: 


Are forfeited into the Banker's Hands: 

Then, to redreſs his Wants, the Bankrupt-Peer 
To ſome rich trading Sot, turns Penſioner: 
And the next News, you're ſure to hear that he 
Is nob!y wed into the Company: 

Where, for a Portion of ill gotten Gold, 
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TOUCHING NOBILITY. 3 


And thus repairs his broken Family 


At the Expence of his own Infamy. 


For if you want Eſtate to ſet it forth, 
In vain you boaſt the Splendor of your Birth: 
Your priz'd Gentility, for Madneſs goes, 


And each your Kindred ſhuns, and difavows : 


But he that's rich, is prais'd at his full Rate, 
And tho' he once cry'd Small. coal in the Street, 
"Tho? he, nor one of his, e'er mention'd were, 1 
But in the Pariſh-Book or Regiſter, 


 Dugaale *, by Help of Chronicle, ſhall trace 


An e Barons of his Ancient Race. 


* Sir William Dugdale wrote a Book, intitled, The Baron- 
age of "_— in Tv wo Volumes Folis. 
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Addreſſed to a FRIEXD, that is about to leave the Uni- 
i verſity, and come abroad in the World. 


Tr you're ſo out of Love with Happineſs, 
| Jo quit a College-Life and learned Eaſe, ; 
Corvince me firſt, and ſome good Reaſons give, XY 
| What Methods and Deſigns you'll take to live: 2 
Por ſuch Reſolves are needful in the Cafe, 1 
| Before you tread the World's myſterious Maze: 2 
Without the Premiſes, in vain you'll try : 
| To live by Syſtems of Philoſophy : of 
| Your Ariftotle, Cartes, and Le Grand, | 1 
And Euclid too, in little ſtead will ſtand. M 
How many Men of choice and noted Parts, = 
Well fraught with Learning, Languages and Arts, 3 
Deſigning high Preferment, in their Mind, 3B 
| And little doubting good Succeſs to find, 0 
. With vaſt and tow'ring Thoughts have flock'd to 
But to their Coſts ſoon found themſelves undone, 
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Now to repent and ſtarve at Leiſure left, 
Of Miſery's laſt Comfort, Hope bereft ? 

T heſe faiPd for Want of good Advice, you cry, 
Becauſe at firſt they fix'd on no Employ : 
Well then, let's draw the Proſpect, end the Scene 
To all Advantage poſſibly we can: | 
The World lies now before you, let me hear 
What Courſe your Judgment counſels you to ſteer : : 
Always conſider, that your whole Eſtate, | 
And all your Fortune lies beneath your Hat. y 
Were you the Son of ſome rich Uſurer, 
That ſtarv'd and damn'd himſelf to make his Heir, 
Left nought to do, but to inter the Sot, 
And ſpend with Eaſe, what he with Pains had got, 
Twere eaſy to adviſe how you might live, 
Nor would there need Inſtruction then to give: 
But you that boaſt of no Inheritance, 
Save that ſmall Stock which lies within your Brains, 
Learning muſt be your Trade, and therefore weigh, 
With Heed, how you your Game the beſt marx 

play; 

Rethink yourſelf awhile, and then propoſe, 
What Way of Life is fitt'ſt for you to chuſe, 

If you for Orders and a Gown deſign, 
_ Conſider only this, dear Friend of mine, 
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The Church is grown ſo over-ſtock'd of late, 
Thar if you walk abroad, you'll hardly meet 


More Porters now, than Parſons in the Street. 


At every Corner they are forc'd to ply 
For Jobbs of hawkering Divinity : 
And half the Number of the ſacred Herd 
Are fain to ſtrole, and wander unpreferr'd : 
If this, or Thoughts of ſuch a weighty Charge 
Make you reſolve to keep yourſelf at large : : 


For Want of better Opportunity, 
A School muſt your next Sanctuary be: 
Go wed ſome Grammar-Bridewell, and a Wife, 


And there beat Greek and Latin for your Life: 


With Birchen Scepter, there command at Will, 


Greater than Puyſby's ſelf, or Doctor Gil. 
But who would be to the vile Drudg'ry bound, 
Where there ſo ſmall Encouragement 1s found ; 


Where you, for Recompence of all your Pains, 
Shall hardly reach a common Fidler's Gains ? 
For when you've toil'd and labour'd all you can, 


To dung and cultivate a barren Brain ; 
A Dancing-Maſter ſhall be better paid, 


| Tho? he inſtructs the Heels, and you the Head: 
To ſuch Indulgence are kind Parents grown, 


That nought coſts lefs in Breeding, than a Son: 
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Nor is it hard to find a Father now, 

- Shall more upon a Setting- Dog allow; 

And with a freer Hand reward the Care 

Of training up his Spaniel, than his Heir. 
Some think themſelves exalted to the Sky. 

If they light in ſome noble Family: 

Diet, an Horſe, and thirty Pounds a vear, 
Beſides th* Advantage of his Lordſhip's Ear, 
The Credit of the Buſineſs and the State, 

Are Things, that in a Voungſter's Senſe, ſound great. 
Little the unexperiene'd Wretch does know, 
What Slavery he oft muſt undergo: 

Who, tho' in ſilken Scarf and Caſſock dreſt, 
Wears but a gayer Livery at beſt ; 

When Dinner calls, the Implement muſt wait, 
With holy Words, to conſecrate the Meat: 
But hold it for a Favour ſeldom known, 

If he be deign'd the Honour to fit down. 

Soon as the Tarts appear, Sir Crape withdraw ! 
Thoſe Dainties are not for a ſpiritual Maw : 
Obſerve your Diſtance, and be ſure :o ſtand 
Hard by the Ciſtern, with your Cap in Hand; 
There for Diverſion you may pick your Teeth, 
Till the kind Voider comes for your Relief: 
For meer Roard-wages, ſuch their Freedom ſell, 
Slaves to an Hour, and Vaſtals to a Bell: 
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And if th? Enjoyment of one Day be flole, 
They are but Pris'ners, out upon Parole: 
Always the Marks of Slavery remain, 


And they, tho' looſe, ſtill drag about their Chain. 55 


And where's the mighty Proſpect, after all, 


A Chaplainſhip ſerv'd up, and ſeven Years Thrall! 


The menial Thing, perhaps, for a Reward, 
Is to ſome ſlender Benefice preferr'd, 
With this Proviſo bound, that he muſt wed 
My Lady's antiquated Waiting-maid, 
In Dreſſing only {kill'd, and Marmelade. 

Let others who ſuch Meanneſles can brook, 
Strike Countenance to ev'ry great Man's Look: 


| Let thoſe that have a Mind, turn Slaves to eat, 


And live contented by another's Plate: 
I rate my Freedom higher, nor will I 
For Food and Rayment truck my Liberty, 
But if I muſt to my laſt Shifts be put, 
To fill a Bladder, and twelve Yards of Gut; 
Rather with counterſeited wooden Leg, 
And my right Arm ty'd up, I'll chuſe to beg: 
Pl rather chuſe to flarve at large, than be 
The gawdieſt Vaſſal to Dependency. 

*Thas ever been the Top of my Deſires, 
The utmoſt Height to which my Wiſh aſpires, 
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That Heav'n would bleſs me with a ſmall Eſtate, 
Where I might find a cloſe obſcure Retreat; 
There, free from Noiſe and all ambitious Ends, 
Enjoy a few choice Books, and fewer Friends, 
Lord of myſelf, accountable to none, 
© But to my Conſcience, and my God alone: 
= There live unthought of, and unheard of die, 
And grudge Mankind my very Memory. | | 
But ſince the Bleſſing is (I find) too great 2 
For me to wiſh for, or expect of Fate: 
Yet maugre all the Spite of Deſtiny, f | 
My Thoughts and Actions are, and ſhall be free, 
A certain Author“, very grave and ſage, 
This Story tells: no Matter what the Page. ED 
One Time as they walk'd forth, e'er Break of Day, , 
The Wolf and Dog encounter'd on the Way: 
Famiſh'd the one, meager and lean of Plight, 
As a caſt Poet, who for Bread does write: 
The other fat and plump as Prebend was, 
Pamper'd with Luxury and holy Eaſe. 
Thus met, with Compliments too long to tell, 
Of being glad to ſee each other well : 
How now, Sir Toauxer # (ſaid the Wolf) I pray, 
Whence comes it that you look jo ſleek and gay ? 
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While I, bo do as well (I'm fare) deſerve, 
For Want of Likelihood, am like to ſtarve ? 
Toth Sir, (replied the Dog) ' has been my F ate, 
I thank the friendly Stars, to hap, of late, 

On a kind Maſier, to whoſe Care I owe 

All this good Fleſh, wherewith you ſee me now : E- 

From hs rich Voider, eu ry Day Pm fed | Z 

With Bones of Fowls, and Crufts of fineſt Bread : 3 

With Fricaſſee, Ragouſt, and whatſoever, | 

Of ceftly Kickſhaws, now in Faſhion are, 

And more Vuriety of Boil'd and. —_ 

Than any Lord Mayor's Waiter cer could beof?. 

Then, Sir, *tis hardly credible to tell, 

How I'm reſpected, and belom d by all: 

ö I'm the Delight of the whole Family, 
j Not Darling Shock's more Favourite than I. 

1 never ſleep abroad, to Air expos' d, 

But in my warm Apartment am inclos#'d: 

There, on freſp Bed of Straw, with Canopy 
Of Hutch above, like Dog of State, J lie. 
| Beſides, when with high Fare and Nature fra, 

To generous Sports of Youth Þ am inſpir'd 

All the proud Shees are ſoft to my Embrace, 
From Bitch of Quality, to Turn ſpit Race © 

Each Day 1 try new Miſtreſſes and Loves, 

Nor envy Sox reign Dogs in their Alco ucs, 


* 
NN — &¹l¼＋. 


ie. Tame; eo Een ü OTE 0 


. „ 
„ ant rt tet - - a aha 2 
“?“ 000 ea 2 3 
4 " — — — — — — 


„ 


— * * = 
— > "TI 
. 3 


„ > yr 
— —— — — 4 9 oo" — r 
— 4 on EE. S = 


— 


P 
— — — — FEET — 
— ng 


"x0 
* 
175 
5 
* 
Ke 
x 
Fe 
72 
8 
* 0 
— 
i 
W 
7 oh 
"8 
82 
I 
— 
: _ 
75 


— 2 y 2 ö N - U » 13 $4 — 7 4 "5 5 * A . : 9 4 > 
Mad Sf bees: Ibn ay - 4% r r EF ͤ ˙ CIT Nc $I Oe IC ENE 
Are F - 2 dd /// ER ARC 52 


Thus happy J. of all enjoy the beſt, 
Ne mortal Cur on Earth yet half fo biet: 
And farther to enhance the Happineſs, 

All this ] get by Idleneſs and Eaſe. 


Froth ! (ſaid the Wolf) I envy your Eftate, 
Would to the Gods it were but my good Fate, 


That I might happily admitted be 
A Member of your bleſs d Society ! 
I would with Faithfulneſs diſcharge my Place 


In any Thing that I might jerve his Grace: 


But think you, Sir, it would be feaſible, 
And that my Application might prevail ? 


Do but endeavour, Sir, you need not doubt; 


1 make no Queſtion but to bring't about : 
Only rely on me, and reſt ſecure, 
PII ſerve you to the utmoſt of my Pow'r 
As I'm a Dog of Honour Sir,—but this 
1 only take the Freedom to adwiſe, | 
That you'd a little lay your Roughneſs by, 
And learn to practiſe Compla:ſance, like J. 
For that let me alone I'll have à Care, 
And top my Part, I warrant, to a Hair: 
There's not a Courtier of them all ſhall vie, 


For Fawning and for Suppleneſs, with me. 
And thus reſolv'd, at laſt, the Travellers, 
Towards the Houſe, together ſhape their Courſe : 
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The Dog, who Breeding well did underſtand, 


In walking, gives his Gueſt the Upper-hand: 
And as they walk along, they all the while 


With Mirth and pleaſant Raillery beguile 
F he tedious Time and Way, till Day drew near, | 


And Light came on, by which did ſoon appear 

The Maſtiff's Neck to View, all worn and bare. 
This, when his Comrade ſpy'd, What means (ſaid he) 

This Circle bare, which round your Neck I ſee p | 

1f I may be fo Bold. Sir, you muſt know, 

That 1, at firſt, was rough and fierce like you, 


Of Nature curſt, and often apt to bite 
Strangers, and elſe, whoever came in Sight : 


For this I was ty'd up, and underwent 

The Whip ſometimes, and ſuch light Chaſtiſement : 
Till I at length, by Diſcipline grew tame, | 
Gentle and tratable as now I am 

Tb, by this ſhort and ſlight Severity 

I gain'd theſe Marks and Badges which you ſee : 


But what are they ? Allons Monſieur | lets go. 


Not one Step farther : Sir, excuſe me now. 
Much Joy I give you of your bleſi'd Blau, 
T wwill not buy Preferment at that Rate : 8 
O' God's Name, take your golden Chains for me: „ 
Faith, Fd not be a King, not to be free : { 
Sir Dog, your bumble Servant, fo Godbw'y, 
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Written in September 1676. 


Preſenting a Book to CosMBEnLta. 
Go, humble Gift, go to that matchleſs Saint, 
Of whom thou only waſt a Copy meant: 
And all that's read in thee, more richly find 
Compos'd in the fair Volume of her Mind, 
That living Syſtem, where are fully writ 
All the high Morals, which in Books we meet: 
Eaſy as in ſoft Air, there writ they are, 
Yet firm, as if in Braſs they graven were. 
Nor is her Talent lazily to know, 
As dull Divines, and holy Canters do 
She acts what only they in Pulpits prate, 
And Theory to Practice does tranſlate : 
Not her own Actions more obey her Will, 
Than that obeys ſtrict Virtue's Dictates ſtill: 


| Yet does not Virtue from her Duty flow, 


But ſhe is good, becauſe ſhe will be ſo: 
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In her bright Soul, as in their Center, mix: 


dhe hers by juſt Monopoly can call; 
Whoſe ſole Example does more Virtues ſhew, 
Than Schoolmen ever taught, or ever knew; 


No Word of hers e'er grated any Ear, 


Scarcely her Thoughts have ever ſullied been 


So chaſte, the Dead themſelves are only more, 


So much a Saint, I ſcarce dare call her ſo, 


Her Virtue ſcorns at a low Pitch to fly 

»Tis all free Choice, nought of Neceſſity: 
By ſuch ſoft Rules are Saints above confin'd, 
Sach is the Tie, which them to Good does bind. 
The ſcatter'd Glories of her happy Sex, 


And all that they poſſeſs but by Retail, 


No Act did e' er within her Practice fall, 
Which for th* Atonement of a Bluſh could call: 


But what a Saint at her laſt Gaſp might hear; 


With the leaſt Print or Stain of native Sin: : 
Devout ſhe is, as holy Hermits are, 
Who ſhare their Time *twixt Extaſy and Pray” py 
Modeſt, as infant Roſes in their Bloom, 
Who in a Bluſh their fragrant Lives conſume : 


Who lie divorc'd from Objects and from Pow 'r; 
So pure, could Virtue in a Shape appear, 


*T would chuſe to have no other Form but her: 


For Fear to wrong her with a Name too low : 
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Such the ſeraphick Brightneſs of her Mind, 

I hardly can believe her Woman- kind: 

But think ſome nobler Being does appear, 

Which, to inſtru& the World, has left the Sphere, C | 
And condeſcends to wear a Body here. 

Or if ſhe mortal be, and meant to ſhow 


The greater Art, by being form'd below; 


Sure Heav'n preſerv'd her, by the Fall uncurſt, 
To tell how good the Sex was made at firſt, 
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Tes happy bad 3 be e if Fate 
Had made it laſting, as ſhe made it great; 
But *twas the Plot of unkind Deftiny, 

To lift me to, then ſnatch me from my Joy: 


She rais'd my Hopes, and brought them juſt in View, 


And then, in Spite, the charming Scene withdrew ; 
So, he, of Old, the Promis'd Land ſurvey'd, 
Which he might only ſee, but never tread : 


So Heav'n was by that damn'd Caitiff ſeen, 


He ſaw't, but with a mighty Gulph between, 


He ſaw't, to be more wretched and deſpair again: 


Not Souls of dying Sinners, when they 80, 
Aſſur'd of endleſs Miſeries below, 


Their Bodies more unwillingly deſert, 
Than I from you, and all my Joys did part. 


As ſome young Merchant, whom his Sire unkind 


Reſigns to ev'ry faithleſs Wave and Wind! 


If the kind Miſtreſs of his Vows appear, 


And come to bleſs his Voyage with a Pray'r, 
Such Sighs he vents, as may the Gale increaſe, 
Such Floods of Tears, as may the Billows raiſe : 
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THE PARTING. 


And when at length the launching Veſſel flies, 
And ſevers firſt his Lips, and then his Eyes; 


Long he looks back, to ſee what he adores, 


And while he may, views the beloved Shores, 


Such juſt Concern, J at your Parting had, 
With ſuch ſad Eyes your turning Face ſurvey'd : 
Reviewing, they purſu'd you out of Sight, 


Then ſought to trace you by left Tracks of Light: * 


And when they could not Looks to you convey, 


Tow'rds the low'd Place they took Delight to ſtray, > 


And aim'd uncertain Glances ſtill— that Way. 


Vor. III. 
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COMPLAINING oT 


a 0127.9 


Ten Days (if I forget not) waſted are 


(A Year, in any Lover's Kalendar) 

Since I was forc'd to part, and bid adieu 
To all my Joy and Happineſs in you: 

And {till by the fame Hindrance am detain'd, 


Which me at firſt from your lov'd Sight conſtrain d: 


Oft I reſolve to meet my Bliſs, and then 


My Tether ſtops, and pulls me back again: 


do when our raiſed Thoughts to Heav'n aſpire, 


Earth ſtifles them, and choaks the good Deſire. 


Curſe on that Man who Buſineſs firſt deſign'd, 
And by't enthrall'd a free-born Lover's Mind! 
A Curſe on Fate who thus ſubjected me, 

And made me Slave to any Thing but thee! 
Lovers ſhould be as unconfin'd as Air, 

Free as its wild Inhabitants from Care: 


So free thoſe happy Lovers are above, 
Exempt from all Concerns, but thoſe of Love: 


But I, poor Lover-militant below, 
The Cares and Troubles of dull Life muſt know; 
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Muſt toil for that which does on others wait, 

And undergo the Drudgery of Fate : 

Yet Ill no more to her a Vaſſal be, | 

Thou now ſhalt make and rule my Deſtiny : 

Hence troubleſome Fatigues ! all Bus'neſs hence! 
This very Hour my Freedom ſhall commence : 

Too long that Jilt has thy proud Rival been, 

And made me by neglectful Abſence ſin, | 
But I'll no more obey its Tyranny, * 5 
Nor that, nor Fate itſelf, ſnall hinder me, 5 
Henceforth from ſeeing and enjoying thee. 


PROMISING A 
Ya 8 1 T. 


Dooner may Art, and eaſier far, divide 

The ſoft embracing Waters of the Tide, 

Which with united Friendſhip ſtill rejoin, 

Than part my Eyes, my Arms, or Lips from thine: 

Sooner it may Time's headlong Motion force, 

In which it marches with unalter'd Courſe, 

Or ſever this, from the ſucceeding Day, 

Than from thy happy Preſence force my Stay. 

Not the touch'd Needle (Emblem of my Soul) 

With greater Rev'rence trembles to its Pole, 

Nor Flames with ſurer Inſtin&, upwards go, 

Than mine, and all their Motives tend to you. 

Fly ſwift ye Minutes, and contract the Space 

Of Time, which holds me from her dear Embrace: 
When I am there, Ill bid you kindly ſtay, 

III bid you reſt, and never glide away. 

Thither, when Bus'neſs gives me a Releaſe, 

To loſe my Cares in ſoft and gentle Eaſe, 

J'il come, and all Arrears of Kindneſs pay, 

And live o'er my whole Abſence-in one Day. 


PROMISING! A VISIT. 37 


Not Souls releas'd from human Bodies move, 

With quicker Haſte, to meet their Bliſs above; 
Than I, when freed from Clogs that bind me NOWs- 
Eager to ſeize my Happineſs, will go. 

Should a fierce Angel, arm'd with Thunder ſtand, 
And threaten Vengeance, with his-brandiſh'd Hand,, 
To ſtop the Entrance to my Paradiſe ; 

P11 venture, and his lighted Bolts deſpiſe. 

Swift as the Wings of Fear ſhall be my Love,. 
And me, to her with equal Speed remove! 

Swift as the Motions of the Eye or Mind, 

Ill chicher fly, and leave low Thought behind. 
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THE CARELESS 


GOOD FELLOW. 


Written Merch 9, 1680. 
„ 0 4 


A Pox of this fooling and plotting of late, 
What Pother and Stir has it kept in the State; 
Let the Rabble run mad with Suſpicions and Fears, 
Let them ſcuffle and jar, and go to by the Ears: 
- Their Grievances never ſhall trouble my Pate, 
So I can enjoy my dear Bottle in State, 


What Coxcombs were thoſe who would barter their 


Eaſe, 


And their Necks for a Toy, a thin Wafer and Maſs ? 
At old Tyburn they never had needed to ſwing, 


Had they been but true Subjects to Drink and theic 


King; 
A Friend and a Bottle is all my Deſign; 


He has no Room for Treaſon, that's * full of 
Wine. 
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THE GOOD FELLOW. 


t mind not the Members and Makers of Laws, — 
Let them ſit or prorogue, as his Majeſty pleaſe: 
Jet them damn us to Woollen, PlI never repine 
At my Lodging, when dead, fo alive I have Wine! 
Yet oft in my Drink, I can hardly forbear {| 
To curſe them for making my Claret fo dear. _—_ 


= 


mind not grave Aﬀes, who idly ka 
About Right and Succeſſion, the Triftes of State; , 
We've a good King already's and he es Laugh-* 
der, 4 
That will trouble his Head with who ſhall' come after: 
Come, here's to his Health, and I wiih he may be al 
As free from all Care, and all Trouble, as we. 1 


What care I how Leagues with the Hollander go ? 
Or Intrigues betwixt Sd and Monſieur D' Avanux 2 
What concerns it my Drinking, if Caſal be fold, 
if the Conqu'rors take it by ſtorming or Gold ? 
Good Bourdeaux alone is the Place that I mind, 
And when the Fleet's coming, I pray for a Wind, 
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The Bully of France, that aſpires to Renown 
By dull . of Throats, and vent'ring his. own : 
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Let him fight and be damn'd, and make Matches and. 
treat b 
To afford the News-mongers and Coffee-houſe chat: 
He's but a brave Wretch, while I am more free, 
More ſafe, and a thouſand Times happier than he, 


Come he, or the Pope, or the Devil to boot, 


Or come Faggot and Stake, I care not a Groat; 


Never think that in Smizhfeld, I Porters will heat: 

No, I ſwear, Mr. Fox“, pray excuſe me for that. 
I'll drink in Defiance of Gibbet and Halter, 
This is the Profeſſion that never will alter, 


MI. Jobn Fox, Author of The Book of Martyrs,. 
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The Perſon of SPENSER #s brought in, di ading tbe 


Author from the Study of PoETR Y, and fhewing- 
how little it is eſteemed and cara in this Iu 


Age. 


One Night, as J was- pondering of late 

On all the Mis'ries of my hapleſs Fate, 

Curſing my rhiming Stars, raving in vain. 

At all the Pow'rs which over Poets reign, 

In came a ghaſtly Shape, all pale and thin 

As ſome poor Sinner, who by Prieſt had been 
Under a long Lent's Penance, ſtarv'd and whipp'd, 
Or parboiPd Lecher, late from Hot-houſe crept : 
Famiſh'd his Looks appear'd, his Eyes ſunk in, 
Like Morning-gown about him, hung his Skin, 
A Wreath of Laurel on his Head. he wore, 

A Book inſcrib'd, The Fairy Queen, he bore. 
By this I knew him, roſe and bow'd, and faid, 
Hail, re rend Ghoſt ; all hail, moſt: ſacred bade! 
Why this great Vifit ? why wnuchſaf'd to ne, 

The meaneſt of thy SO Progeny ? 
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Com ſi thou, in my uncall'd, unhallow'd Muſe, 
Some of thy mighty Spirit to infuſe 3 
If jo; lay on thy Hands, erdain me fit 
For the bigh Cure, and Miniſtry of Mit. 
Let me (IT beg) thy great Inſtructions claim, 
| Teach me to tread the glorious Paths of Fame. 
i Teach me (for none does butter know, than thou ) 
ev, like thyjelf, I may immortal grow. 
Thus did I ſpeak, and ſpoke it in a Strain, 
Above my common Rate, and uſual Vein; 
| As if inſpir'd by Preſence of the Bard, 
Who with a Frown, thus to reply, was heard, 
In Stile of Satire, ſuch wherein of old 
He the fam'd Tale of Mother Hubbard told-.. 
I come, fond Ideot, e'er it be too late, 
Kindly te warn thee of thy wretched Fate : 
Tanke heed betimes, repent, and learn of me, 
To ſhun the dang'rous Rocks of Poetry: 
Had I the Choice of Fleſh and Blood again, 
To act once more in Life's tumultuous Scene, 
Id be a Porter, or a Scavenger, 
A Groom, or any Thing but Poet here: 
Haſt thou obſerv'd ſome Hawker of the Town, : 
Who through the Streets with diſmal Scream and 
Tone, 
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E Cries Matches, Small-coal, Brooms, Old Shoes and 
Boots, Fs 
= Socks, Sermons, Ballads, Lies, Gazettes and Votes? 
So unrecorded to the Grave I'd go, T 
And nothing, but the Regiſter, tell who: 
© Rather that poor unheard of Wretch I'd be, 
Than the moſt glorious Name in Poetry, ; 
With all its boaſted Immortality : 
Rather than he who ſung on Phrygia's Shore, 
The Grecian Bullies fighting for a Whore: | 
Or he of Thebes, whom Fame ſo much extols 
For praiſing Jockies, and Newmarket Fools. 
So many now, and bad, the Scriblers be, 
Tis Scandal to be of the Company: 
The foul Diſeaſe is ſo prevailing grown, 
So much the Faſhion of the Court and Town, 
That ſcarce a Man well-bred, in either's deem'd ; 
© But who has kill'd, been clapt, and often rhim'd : 
The Fools are troubled with the Flux of Brains, 
And each, on Paper ſquirts his filthy Senſe : | 
A Leaſh of Sonnets and of dull Lampoon _ : 
det up an Author, who forthwith is grown 
A Man of Parts, of Rhiming and Renown : 
3 Ev'n that vile Mreich, who in lewd Verſe each Year 
E Deſcribes the Pageants, and my good Lord May'r, 
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Whoſe Works muſt ſerve the next Election-Day | 
For making Squibs, and under Pies to lay, 0 
Yet counts himſelf of the inſpir'd Train, 

| And dares in Thought, the ſacred Name profane; 
But it is nought. (thou'lt ſay) in Front to ftand, 

| With Laurel: crown'd, by White or Loggan's Hand? 
| 1s it not great aud glorious ta. be known, } 
| 

| 

| 


Marl d out and gax d at thro the wwond'ring Tocvun, 
By all the Rabble paſſing up and down ? 
So Oares and Bedloe have been pointed at, 
And ev'ry buſy Coxcomb of the State: 
The meaneſt Felons who thro' Holborn go, 
More Eyes and Looks than twenty Poets draw 2: 
If this be all, go, have thy poſted Name 
Fix'd up with Bills of Quack and publick Shame ; 
To be the Stop of gaping Prentices, 
And read by reeling Drunkards when they. piſs; ; 
Or elſe to lie expos'd on trading Stall, | 0 
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While the bilk'd Owner hires Gazettes to tell, 

Mongſt Spaniels loſt, chat Author does not ſell. 
Perhaps, fond Foal, thou ſooth'ft thyſelf in Dream, 

With Hopes of-purchaſing a laſting Name : 

Thou think'ſt, perhaps, thy Trifles ſhall remain, 

Like ſacred Conley, or immortal Bex. 

But who of all the bold 3 

Who now drive on the Trade of Fame in Verſe 
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Can be inſur'd in this unfaithful Sea, 4 
Where there ſo many loft and ſhipwreck'd be? My 
How many Poems writ in ancient Time, | 
Which thy Forefathers had in great Eſteem, 
Which in the crowded Shops bore any Rate, 1 
And ſold like Newssbooks and Affairs of State, q | 
Have grown contemptible and ſlighted ſince, i 
As. Pordage, Flecknoe *, or the Britiſh Prince 47 ö 
Quarles, Chapman, Heywood, Withers had Applauſe, 

And Vild and Ogilby in former Days; i 
But now are damn'd to wrapping Drugs and Wares, {| 
And curſt by all their broken Stationers : | 
And fo may'ſt thou perchanee paſs up and down, | 
And pleaſe awhile th' admiring Court and Town, 0 — 
Who after ſhalt in Dacł- lane Shops be thrown, 

To mould with SiJveftcr-and Shirley there, 

And truck for Pots of Ale next Sturbridge Fair; 
Then who'll not laugh to ſee th' immortal Name 


'To vile Mundungus made a Martyr F lame ? 1 
And all 'thy-deathleſs Monuments of Wit, | ö | 


Wipe Porter's Tails, or mount in Paper-kite, 
But grant thy Poetry ſhould find Succeſs, 
And (which is rare) the {queamifh Criticks Pleaſe 3 


= Samuel Pordage and Richard Tlecknoe, two wretched 
Dramatick Writers. A ſtupid Poem written by 
the Honourable Edward Heward, Eſq; 
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Admit it read, and prais'd, and courted be 

By this nice Age, and all Poſterity; 

If thou expecteſt aught but empty Fame; 
Condemn thy Hopes and Labours to the Flame: 


He, who to greater Favours does aſpire, 


The Rich have now learn'd only to admire, 


Is mercenary thought, and writes for hire : 

Would'ſt thou to raiſe thine and thy Country's Fame, 
Chuſe ſome old Engliſh Hero for thy Theme, 

Bold Arthur, or great Edward”s greater Son, 

Or our Fifth Harry, matchleſs in Renown, 

Make Agincourt and Crefſy Fields outvie 

The fam'd Lavinian Shores and Walls of Troy; 

What Scipio, what Mecænas would'ſt thou find, 

What Sidney now, to thy great Project kind? 


1s big with Senſe ! how glorious a Defign 


Bleſs me] how great his Genius] how each Line | 


Does thro? the whole, and each Proportion ſhine ! 
| How lofty all bis Thoughts, and how inſpir'd ! 
Pity ſuch wond'rous Thoughts are not preferr d > 
Cries a gay wealthy Sot, who would not bail, 
For bare five Pounds, the Author out of Jail, 
Should he ſtarve there and rot ; who if a Brief 
Came out, the needy Poets to relieve, 
To the whole Tribe would ſearce a Teſter give. 
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Bu fifty Guineas for a Whore and Clap; 

The Peer's well us'd, and comes off wond'rous cheap : a 
A Poet would be dear, and out o' th? way, 

Should he expect above a Coachman's Pay: 

For this, will any dedicate and lie, 

And daub the gaudy Aſs with flattery ? 

For this, will any proſtitute his Senſe 

To Coxcembs, void of Bounty as of Brains? 

Yet ſuch 1 is the hard Fate of Writers now, 

They're forc'd, for Alms, to each great Name to 1 2 


Commend her Beauty and belie her Glaſs, 

By which ſhe ev'ry Morning primes her Face: 
Sneak to his Honour, call him witty, brave, 

And juſt.; .tho' a known Coward, Fool or Knave, 
And praiſe his Lineage and Nobility, 

Whoſe Arms at firſt, came from the Company *. 


Fawn like her Lap-dog, on her tawdry Grace 


The blind old Bard +, with Dog and Bell before, 
Was fain to ſing for Bread from Door to Door: 
The needy Mutes all turn'd Gypſies then, 

And of the begging Trade e'er ſince have been: 
Should mighty Sappho in theſe Days revive, 

And hope upon her Stock of Wit to live; 


"Tis fo, *twas ever ſo, ſince heretofore 


* 14 eff, The Son of fone Citizen. "-Þ Homer, 
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And let her Tail to Hire, as well as Brains. 


Plenty of freſh reſembling Inſtances : 


Whoſe Verſe ſhall live for ever to upbraid | | 
Th' ungrateful World, that left ſuch Worth unpaid. 


For what he elſe had never got by Senſe. 
On Butler who can think without juſt Rage, 
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She muſt to Creſell'sò trudge to mend her Gain:, 
What Poet ever fin'd for Sheriff? or who, 
By Wit and Senſe, did ever Lord May'rs grow'? _ 
My own hard Uſage here I need not preſs, - | 
Where you have ev'ry Day before your Face, 


Great Coauley's Muſe the ſame ill Treatment had, | 
Waller himſelf may thank Inheritance, 


The Glory and the Scandal of the Age? 
Fair ſtood his Hopes, when firſt he came to Town, 


Met ev'ry where with Welcomes of Renown, 


Courted, careſs'd by all, with Wonder read, 
And Promiſes of Princely Favour fed: 

But what Reward for all had he at laſt, 

After a Life in dull Expectance paſs'd ? 

The Wretch, at ſumming up his miſpent Days, 
Found nothing left, but Poverty and Praiſe ? 

Of all his Gains by Verſe, he could not not ſave 
Enough to purchaſe Flannel and a Grave: 


* Mother Cy bell, a famous Bawd. 


DISSUADING FROM POETRY. 49 


Reduc'd to Want, he in due Time fell fick, 
Was fain to die, and be interr'd on Tick : 

And well might bleſs the Fever that was ſent, 
To rid him hence, and his worſe Fate prevent. 
You've ſeen what Fortune other Poets ſhare 

View next the Factors of the Theatre: 

That conſtant Mart which all the Year does hold, 
Where ſtaple Wit is barter'd, bought and ſold ; 
Here trading Scriblers for their M aintenance 

And Livelihood, truſt to a Lott'ry-chance : 

But who his Parts would in the Service ſpend, | 
Where all his Hopes on vulgar Breath depend ? 
Where ev'ry Sot, for paying half a Crown, 

Has the Prerogative to cry him down; 

Sedley indeed may be content with Fame *, | 
Nor care, ſhould an ill-judging Audience damn : 
But Settle and the reſt that write for Pence, 

Whoſe whole Eftate's an Ounce or two of Brains. 
Should a thin Houſe on the third Day appear, 
Muſt ſtarve, or live in Tatters all the Year. 

And what can we expect that's brave and great, 


From a poor needy Wretch, that writes to eat? | | 


Who the Succeſs of the next Fey muſt wait, 


* He wrote eT he Mulberry-Garden and PF SHR i ' 


dies. Antony and Cleopatra, and The Dcath of Marc Antony, 
Tragedies. 
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For Lodging, Food, and N and whoſe chief 
Care, 
Is how to ſpunge for the next Meal, and where? 
Had'ſt thou of old, when Athens flouriſh'd, liv'd, 


When all the learned Arts in Glory thriv'd, 
When mighty Saphocles the Stage did ſway, 
And Poets by the State were held in Pay; 


*T'were worth thy Pains to cultivate thy Muſe, 
And daily Wonders then it might produce; 

But who would now write Hackney to a Stage, 
That's only thought the Nuiſance of the Age? 


Go, after this, and beat thy wretched Brains, 


And toil to bring in thankleſs Ideots Means: 

Turn o'er dull Horace, and the claſſick Fools, 
To poach for Senſe, and hunt for idle Rules : 
Be free of Tickets, and the Play-houſes, 

To make ſome tawdry Actreſs there thy Prize, 


And ſpend thy Third-days Gains *twixt her clapt { 


Thighs. 

All Trades and all Profeſſions here abound, 
And yet Encouragement for all is found: 
Here a vile Emp'rick, who by Licence kills, 
Who, ev'ry Week, helps to increaſe the Bills, 


Mears Velvet, keeps his Coach and Whore beſi de, 


For what leſs Villains muſt to Tyburn ride, 
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There a dull trading Sot, in Wealth o'ergrown 

By thriving Knavery, can call his own 

A dozen Manors, and if Fate ſtill bleſs, 

Expects as many Counties to poſſeſs. ; 

Punks, Panders, Bawds, all their due Penſions gain, 

And ev'ry Day the great Mens Bounty drain: 

Laviſh Expence on Wit, has never yet 

Been tax'd among'ft the Grievances of State. 

The Turky, Guinea, India, Gainers be, | 

And all but the Poetick Company : 1 

Each Place of Traffick, Bantam, Smyrna, Zant, 
Greenland, Virginia, Sevil, Alicant ; | 

And France, that ſends us Dildces, Lace and Wine, 

Vaſt Profit all, and large Returns bring in; 

Parnaſſus only is that barren Coaſt, 

Where the whole Voyage and Adventure's loſt. 
Then be advis'd, the flighted Muſe forſake, 

And Coke, and Dalton for thy Study take: 

For Fees each Term ſweat in the crowded Hall, 

And there for Charters, and crack'd Titles bawl : 

Where Maynard thrives, and pockets more each Year, 

Than forty Laureats of the Theatre. 

Or elſe to Orders, and the Church betake 

Thyſelf, and that rhy future Refuge make : 

There fawn on ſome proud Patron to engage 

Th' Advowſon of caſt Punk and Parſonage : 
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Or Doch the Court; and preach up Kingly-right, 
To gain a Prebend-or a Mitre by't. 

In fine, turn Pettifogger, Canoniſt, 

Civilian, Pedant, Mountebank or Prieſt, 

Soldier, or Merchant, Fidler, Painter, Fencer, 


; Jack-pudding, Jugler, Player or Rope: dancer: * 


Preach, plead, cure, fight, game, pimp, gs cheat, 
or thieve;; 


Be all but Poet, and there's Way to live. 


But why do I in vain my Counſel ſpend 
On one whom there's ſo.little Hope to mend ? 


Where 1, perhaps, as fruitleſly exhort, 


As Lenten-Doctors when they preach at Court; 
Not enter'd Punks from Luſt they once have try'd, 


Not Fops and Women, from Conceit and Pride, 


Not Bawds from Impudence, Cowards from Fear, 


Nor ſear'd unfeeling Sinners paſt Deſpair, 


Are half ſo hard and ſtubborn to reduce, 


As a poor Wretch, when once poſſeſs'd with Muſe. 


If therefore what I've ſaid cannot avail, 
Nor from the rhiming Folly thee recal, 
But Spite of all, thou wilt be obſtinate, 
And run thyſelf upon avoidleſs Fate; 
May'ſt thou go on, unpitied, till thou be 


Brought to the Pariſh-bridge and Beggary, 
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Till urg'd by Want, like broken Scriblers, thou 
Turn Poet to a Booth, a Smithfield Show, 

And write Heroick Verſe to Bari holbmeav. 

Then lighted by the very Nurſery, 

May'ſt thou at laſt be forc'd to ſtarve like me. 
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CCC 

IN IMITATION OF THE 

THIRD SATIRE OF JUVENAL. 
Written May, 1682, 


The Poet Krings in a Friend of his, giving him an 
Account wwhy he removes from London to live in the 


C ountry : 


"T ho? much concern'd to leave my dear old Friend, 
I muſt, however, his Deſign commend, 

Of fixing in the Country: for were I 

As free to chuſe my Reſidence as he; 

The Peake, the Fens, the Hundreds, or Land's-end, 
1 would prefer to Flee/-frcer, or the Strand. 
What Place fo deſart and ſo wild is there, 

Waoſle Inconveniences one would not bear, 
Rather than the Alarms of midnight Fire, 

The Fall of Houſes, Knavery of Cits, 

The Plot of Factions, and the Noiſe of Wits, 
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And thouſand other Plagues, which up and down, 
Each Day and Hour, infeſt the curſed Town? 
As Fate wou'd have it, on th'appointed Day 

Of parting hence, I met him on the Way, 

Hard by Mile-end, the Place fo fam'd of late, 

In Proſe and Verſe, for the great Fations-Treat ; 
Here we ſtood ſtill, and after Compliments 

Of courſe, and wiſhing his good Journey hence, 

J aſked what ſudden Cauſes made him fly | 
The once-lov'd Town, and his dear Company: 
When on the hated Proſpect looking back, ; 
Thus, with juſt Rage, the good old Tims ſpake. | 

Since Virtue here in no Repute is had, | 

Since Worth 1s ſcorn'd, Learning and Senſe unpaid, 0 
And Knavery the only thriving Trade; 

Finding my {lender Fortune every Day 

Dwindle, and waſte infenfibly away, 

I, like a loſing Gameſter, thus retreat, 

To manage wiſelier my laſt Stake of Fate: 

While I have Strength, and want vo Staff to prop 
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My tottring Limbs, ere Age has made me ſtoop 1 
Beneath its Weight, ere all my Thread be ſpun, 9 
And Life has yet in Store ſome Sands to run, ö 

Tis my Reſolve to quit the nauſeous Town. 


Let thriving Morecraft chuſe his Dwelling there, 


Rich with the Spoils of ſeme young ſpendthrift Heir: 
„ 9 i 
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Let the Plot-mongers ſtay behind, whoſe Art 
Can Truth to Sham, and Sham to Truth convert : 
1 Whoever has an Houſe to build, or ſet 
[i His Wife, his Conſcience, or his Oath to let: 
| Whoever has, or hopes for Offices, 
wo. A Navy, Guard, or Cuſtomhouſe's place: 
, | Let ſharping Courtiers ſtay, who there are great, 
By putting the falſe Dice on King and State. 
* Where they, who once were Grooms and Footboys 
a known, 
| Are now to fair Eſtates and Honours grown 
wn Nor need we envy them, or wonder much 
„ At their fantaſtick Greatneſs, ſince they're ſuch, 
Mil ' Whom Fortune oft, in her capricious Freaks, 
| Js pleas'd to raiſe from Kennels and the Jakes, g 
To Wealth and Dignity above the reſt, 4 
1 When ſhe is frolick, and diſpos'd to jeſt. ä 
il ] live in London! What ſhould I do there? 
"i J cannot lie, nor flatter, nor forſwear : 
I can't commend a Book, or Piece of Wit, 
( Cho? a Lord were the Author) dully writ : 
I'm no Sir Harophel“, to read the Stars, 
And caſt Nativines for longing Heirs, 
When Fathers ſhall drop off: no Gadbury, 
To tell the-Minute when the King ſhall die, 
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THE THIRD OF JUVENAL. 


And you know what—come in: nor can [ ſteer, 
And tack about my Conſcience, whenſoe'er, 
To a new Point, I ſee Religion veer. 


Let others pimp to Courtier's Lechery, 


I'll draw no City Cuckold's Curſe on me: 
Nor would I do it, tho? to be made great, 
And rais'd to be chief Miniſter of State, 


Therefore I think it fit to rid the Town 
Of one, that is an uſeleſs Member grown. 


Beſides, who has Pretence to Favour now, 
But he, who hidden Villainy does know, 


Whoſe breaſt does with ſome burning Secret glow ? J 


By none thou ſha. t preferr'd or valu'd be, 

That truſts thee with an honeſt Secrecy : 

He only may to great Mens Friendſhip reach, 
Who great Men, when he pleaſes, can impeach, | 
Let others thus aſpire to Dignity ; 
For me, I'd not their envy'd Grandeur buy 

For all th* Exchange is worth, that Paul's will coſt, 
Or was of late in the Scotch Voyage loſt, 


What would it boot, if I, to gain my End, 


Forego my Quiet, and my Eaſe of Mind, 


Still fear'd, at laſt betray'd, by my dear Friend? 


Another Cauſe, which I muſt boldly own, 
And not the leaſt, for which I quit the Town, 
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Which thou, and they of old, did ſo deſpiſe ? 
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Both the King's Player, and King's Evidence: 


3 
* * a 


Is to behold it made a common Shore, 


Where France does all her Filth and Ordure pour: 


What Spark of true old Egliſb Rage can bear 


Thoſe, who were Slaves at home, to lord it here; 


We've all our Faſhion, Language, Compliments, 
Our Mufick, Dances, Curing, Cooking thence : 
And we ſhall have their Poisning * too ere long, 

If ſtill in the Improvement we go on, 


view 


Thy gaudy, flutt'ring Race of Exgliſb now, 


'Their taudry Cloaths, Pulvilio's, Eſſences, 
Their Chedreux Perukes, and thoſe Vanities, 


What would'ſt thou ſay, to ſee th'infected Town, 
With the foul Spawn of Foreigners o'er-run ? | 
Hither from Paris and all Parts they come, 

The Spew and Vomit of their Jails at home ; 

To Court they flock, and to St. James's Square, 
And wriggle into great Men's Service there : 


Foot-boys at firſt, till they from wiping Shoes, 
row by Degrees the Maſter of the Houle : 


Ready of Wit, harden'd of Impudence, 
Able with eaſe to put down either Hanus, 


What wouldſt thou ſay, great Harry, ſhould'ſt "FR 


* Alluding to the poiſoning of the Ducheſs of Orleans. 
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Flippant of Talk, and voluble of Tongue, 

With Words at Will, no Lawyer better hung : 

{ Softer than flattering Court Paraſite, 

Or City Trader, when he means to cheat, 

No Calling or Profeſſion comes amils : 

A needy Momſieur can be what he pleaſe, 

| Groom, Page, Valet, Quack, Operator, Fencer, 


© Perfumer, Pimp, Jack-pudding, Jugler, Dancer: 


Give but the Word, the Cur will fetch and bring, 
Come over to the Emperor, or King : 

Or. if you pleaſe, fly o'er the Pyramid, | 1 
Which Johnſton and the reſt in vain have try'd. 4 
Can I have Patience, and endure to ſee _ | 
The paltry foreign Wretch take Place of me, | 
Whom the ſame Wind and Veſſel brought aſhore, | 
That brought illicit Goods and Dildoes o'er ? | q 
Then pray what mighty Privilege 1s there 1 
For me, that at my Birth drew Engliſo Air? q 


And where's the Benefit to have my Veins 4 | 
Run Britiſb Blood, if there's no Difference Fl 
| "Twixt me and him the Statute Freedom gave, — 6 


And made a Subject of a true-born Slave? 

But nothing ſhocks, and is more loath'd by me, 
Than the vile Raſcal's fulſome Flattery: | 
By Help of this falſe magnifying Glaſs, | - 
A Louſe or Flea ſhall for a Camel pals : 
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5 a | 1 

1 Produce a hideous Wight, more ugly far 3 
0 | Than thoſe ill Shapes which in old Hangings are, b 
lil He'll make him ſtrait a Beau Gargon appear: n 
. Commend his Voice and Singing, tho' he bray 1 
1 Worſe than Sir Martin Marr-all in the Play“: 
bi And if he rhime, ſhall praiſe for ſtandard Wit, 
f * | More ſcurvy Senſe than Prynne or Fickars writ, 
bl And here's the Miſchief, tho? we ſay the ſame, 

| le is believ'd, and we are thought to ſham :; 

Do you but ſmile, immediately the Beaſt 


Laughs out aloud, tho? he ne'er heard the Jeſt; 
Pretend you're ſad, he's preſently in Tears, 

Yet grieves no more than Marble, when it wears 
1 . Sorrow m Metaphor: But ſpeak of Heat; 

i O God ! how ſultry *tis! hell cry; and ſweat 

| In Depth of Winter : ſtrait, if you complain 

"| Of Cold, the Weather-glaſs is ſunk again: 
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hf Then he'll call for his Frize-Campaign, and ſwear 
1 . - . | 
wy *Tis beyond Eighty, he's in Greenland here. 
| il Thus he ſhifts Scenes, and oft'ner in a Day 
YH 5 | | 
1 Can change his Face, then Actors at a Play, 
1 5 5 
; Ii There's nought ſo mean can *ſcape the flatt'ring Sot; 
; i Not his Lord's Snuff-box, nor his Powder-ſpot : 
BLE 
] 4 
Lil + Wrote by Mr. Dryden. 
1} 
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If he but ſpit, or pick his Teeth, he'll cry, 


| How ev ry thing becomes you let me die, 

Your Lordſbip does it moſt gudiciouſly: 

And fwear ?tis faſhionable if he ſneeze, 

Extremely taking, and it needs muſt pleaſe. 
Beſides, there's nothing ſacred, nothing free 

From the hot Satyr's rampant Lechery: 

Nor Wife, nor Virgin-Daughter can eſcape, 

Scarce thou thyſelf, or Son, avoid a Rape: 

All muſt go pad-lock'd : if nought elſe there be, 

Suſpect thy very Stable's Chaſtity. 

By this the Vermin into Secrets creep; 

Thus Families in Awe they ſtrive to keep, 

What Living for an Engliſbman is there, 

Where ſuch as theſe get Head, and domineer, 

Whoſe Uſe and Cuſtom *tis, never to ſhare 

A Friend, but love to reign without Diſpute, 

Without a Rival, full and abſolute ? 

Soon as the Inſe gets his Honour's Ear, 

And fly-blows ſome of's pois' nous Malice there, 


Strait Pm turn'd off, kick'd out of Doors, diſcarded, 


And all my ſormer Service diſregarded. 

But leaving theſe Meſſieurs, for fear that I 
Be thought of the Silk-Weavers Mutiny, oy 
From the loath'd Subject let us haſten on, 

To mention other Grievances in Town : 
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And farther, what Reſpect at all is had 

Of poor men here? and how's their Service paid, 

Tho” they be ne'er ſo diligent to wait, 

To ſneak, and dance Attendance on the Great? 
No Mark of Favour is to be obtain'd 

By one, that ſues and brings an empty Hand : 
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al And all his Merit is but made a Sport, 

; | i} Unleſs he glut ſome Cormorant at Court. 

| 5 | *Tis now a common thing, and uſual here, 
0 | To ſee the Son of ſome rich Uſurer 


Take place of Nobles, keep his firſt-rate Whore, 
And, for a Vaulting-bout or two, give more 
Than a Guard-Captain's Pay: mean while the Breed 
Of Peers reduc'd to Poverty and Need, 
Are fain to trudge to the Bank-fide, and there 
Take up with Porter's Leavings, Suburb- Ware, 
There ſpend that Blood, which their great Anceſtor 
So nobly ſhed at Creff heretofore, 
At Brothel-Fights, in ſome foul Common-ſhore. 
Produce an Evidence, tho? juſt he be, 
As righteous Fob, or Abraham, or he 
Whom Heaven, when whole Nature ſhipwreek'd was, 
Thought worth the ſaving, of all human Race; 
Or "other, who the flaming Deluge ſcap'd, 
When Sodom's Lechers Angels would have rap'd ; 
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Iloꝛo rich he is, muſt the firſt Queſtion be, 

| Next, fot his Manners and Integrity: 

They'll aſk, hat Equipage he keeps, and what 
He's reckon'd worth in Monty and Eſtate, 

8 Whether for Sheriff he has been known to fine, 
Aud with how many Diſhes he does dine ? 
For look what Caſh a Perſon has in Store, 
juſt ſo much Credit has he, and no more: 


And call each Saint throughout the Kalendar 
To vouch my Oath, it won't be taken here; 


Should 1 upon a thouſand Bibles ſwear, ! 


The poor flight Heav'n and Thunderbolts (they think) 


And Heav'n itſelf does at ſuch Trifles wink. 
Beſides, what Store of gibing Scoffs are thrown 

On one that's poor and meanly clad in Town ; 

If his Apparel ſeem but overworn, 

His Stockings out at Heels, his Breeches torn ? 

One takes Occaſion his ript Shoe to flout, 

And ſwears *thas been at Priſon-gates hung out : 

Another ſhrewdly jeers his coarſe Cravat, 

Becauſe himſelf wears Point : A third his Hat, 

And moſt unmercifully ſhews his Wit, 

If it be old, and does not cock aright : 

Nothing in Poverty is ſo ill born, 

As its expoſing Men to grinning Scorn, 
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To be by taudry Coxcombs piſs'd upon, 
And made the Jeſting-ſtock of each Buffoon. 


Turn out there, Friend ! (cries one at Church) the Peu 
I. not for ſuch mean ſcoundrel Curs as you : 


*Tis for your Betters keft : Belike ſome Sot, 

That knew no Father, was on Bulks begot ; 

But now 1s raiſed to an Eſtate and Pride, 

By having the kind Proverb on his Side: 
Let Gripe and Cheatavell take their Places there, 
And Dafh, the Scriv'ner's dull and ſparkiſh Heir, 
That wears three ruin'd Orphans on his Back: 
Mean while, you in the Alley ſtand and ſneak: 


And you therewith muſt reſt contented, ſince 


Almighty Wealth does put ſuch Difference. 
What Citizen a Son-in-law will take, 


Bred ne'er ſo well, that can't a Jointer make? 


What Man of Senſe, that's poor, e'er ſummon'd is 
Amongſt the Common-Councll to adviſe! 
At Veſtry-Conſults, when he does appear, 
For chooling of ſome Pariſh-Ofticer, 
Or making Leather-Buckets for the Choir? 

*Tis hard for any Man to riſe, that feels 
His Virtue clog'd with Poverty at Heels: 
But harder 'tis by much, in London, where a 
A ſorry Lodging, coarſe and ſlender Fare, 
Fire, Water, Breathing, ev'ry thing is dear: 
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Yet ſuch as theſe an earthen Diſh diſdain, 
With which their Anceſtors, in Edgar”s Reign, 
Were ſerv'd, and thought it no Diſgrace to dine, 
Though they were rich, had Store of Leather-Coin. 
Low as their Fortune is, yet they deſpiſe | 
A Man that walks the Streets in homely Prize : 
To ſpeak the Truth, great Part of Exgland now, 
In their own Cloth will ſearce vouchſafe to go: 
Only the Statute's Penalty to ſave, | 
Some few, perhaps, wear Woollen in the Grave, 
Here all go daily dreſt, altho' it be 
Above their Means, their Rank and Quality: 
The moſt in borrow'd Gallantry are clad, 
For which the Tradeſman's Books are ftill unpaid : 
This Fault is common in the meaner Sort, 
That they muſt needs affect to bear the Port 
Of Gentlemen, tho” they want Income for't. 
Sir, to be ſhort, in this expenſive Town, 
There's nothing without Money to be done: 
What will you give to be admitted there, 
And brought to Speech of ſome Court-Minifter ? 
What will you give to have the Quarter-F ace, 
The Squint, and Nodding, and Go-by of's Grace ? 
His Porter, Groom, and Steward mutt have Fees, 
And you may ſee the Tombs, the Tow'r for leis: 
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Hard Fate of Suitors ! who muſt pay and pray 
To Livery-ſlaves, yet oft go ſcorn'd away. 
Whoe'er at Barnet or St. Albans fears 
To have his Lodging drop about his Ears, 
Unleſs a ſudden Hurricane befal, : 
Or ſuch a Wind as blew old Nel to Hell ? 
Here we build flight, what ſcarce out-laſts the Leaſe, 
Without the Help of Props and Buttreſſes: 
And Houſes now-a-days as much require 
To be inſur'd from falling as from Fire. 
There Buildings are ſubſtantial, tho? leſs near, 
And kept with Care both Wind and Water tight: 
There you in ſafe Security are bleſt, _ 
And nought but Conſcience to diſturb your Reſt. 
I am for living where no Fires affright, 
No Bells rung backward break my Sleep at Night: 
I ſcarce lie down, and draw my Curtains here, 
But ftrait I'm rouz'd by the next Houſe on Fire: 
5 Pale, and half dead with Fear, myſelf J raiſe, 


| 
| 
| 
; 
| 


ll And find my Room all over in a Blaze? 
iff By this *thas ſeiz'd on the third Stairs, and Il ) 
it Can now diſcern no other Remedy, 
| | But leaping out at Window to get free : 
#: 


f il For if the Miſchief from the Cellar came, 
Wt Be ſure the Garret is the laſt takes Flame. 
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The Moveables of Pordage were a Bed 

For him and's Wife ; a Piſs-pot by its Side, 
A Looking-glaſs upon the Cupboard's Head, 

A Comb-caſe, Candleſtick, and Pewter Spoon, 
For Want of Plate, with Deſk to write upon : 

A Box without a Lid, ſerv'd to contain 

Few Authors, which made up his Vatican: 

And there his own immortal Works were laid, 
On which the barb'rous Mice for Hunger pray?d : 
Pordage had nothing, all the World does know; 
And yet, ſhould he have loft this nothing too, 

No one the wretched Bard would have ſupply'd . 
Vith Lodging, Houſe-room, or a Cruſt of Bread. 


But if the Fire burn down ſome great Man's Houſe, 


All trait are intereſted in the Loſs ; 

The Court is ſtrait in Mourning ſure enough, 
The Act, Commencement, and the Term put off: 
Then we Miſchances of the Town lanient, | 
And Faſts are kept, like Judgments, to prevent. 
Out comes a Brief immediately with Speed, 

To gather Charity, as far as Taweed. 

Nay, while 'tis burning, ſome will ſend him in 
Timber and Stone, to build his Houſe again : 
Others choice Furniture: Here ſome rare Piece 

Of Rubens or Vandyte preſented is: 
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There a rich Suit of Mortlacł Tapeſtry, 
A Bed of Damaſk or Embroidery:- 
One gives a fine Scrutoire or Cabinet, 


Another a huge maſſy Diſh of Plate, 


Or Bag of Gold ; thus he at length gets more 
By kind Misfortune than he had before: 

And all ſuſpect it for a laid Deſign, 

As if he did himſelf the Fire begin. 

Could you but be advis'd to leave the Town, 


And from dear Plays and drinking Friends be 


drawn, 


An handſome Dwelling might be had in Kent, 
Surry, Or Efex, at a Cheaper Rent, 


Than what you're ferc'd to give for one half Year 


To lie, like Lumber, in a Garret here: 


A Garden there, and Well, that needs no Rope, 


Engine, or Pains to crane its Waters up: 


Water is there, thro' Nature's Pipes convey'd, 
For which no Cuſtom or Exciſe is paid: 

Had I the ſmalleſt Spot of Ground, which ſcarce 
Would ſummer half a Dozen Graſhoppers, 

Not larger than my Grave, tho? hence remote, 
Far as St. Michacl's-Mount *, I would go to't, 
Dwell there content, and thank the Fates to boot. 


In Cornwall. 
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"Here Want of Reſt a-nights more People kills 
Than all the College and the Weekly Bills : 
Where none have Privilege to ſleep, but thoſe 
Whoſe Purſes can compound for their Repoſe: 


Methinks the Place the middle Region 1s, 
Where I lie down in Storms, in Thunder rife : 
The reſtleſs Bells ſuch Din in Steeples keep, 
That ſcarce the Dead can in the Church-yards leep: : 
Huzza's of Drunkards, Bellmens midnight Rhimes, 
The Noiſe of Shops, with Hawkers early Screams, 
Beſides the Brawls of Coachmen, when they meet, 
And ſtop in Turnings of a narrow Street, 

Such a loud Medley of Confuſion make, 
As drowſy Arche on the Bench would wake. 

If you walk out in Bus'neſs ne'er ſo great, 
Ten thouſand Stops you muſt expect to meet: 
Thick Crowds in every Place you muſt charge thro? 
And ſtorm your Paſſage whereſoe'er you go: 
While Tides of Followers behind you throng, 
And preſſing on your Heels, ſhove you along: 
One with a Board or Rafter hits your Head, 
Another with his Elbow bores your Side; 
Some tread upon your Corns, perhaps in Sport, 
Mean while your Legs are cas'd all o'er with Dirt, 


In vain I go to Bed, or cloſe my Eyes, 
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Here you the March of a flow Fun'ral wait, 
Advancing to the Church with ſolemn State: 
'There a ſedan and Lacquies ſtop your Way, 

'That bears ſome Punk of Honour to the Play: 
Now you ſome mighty Piece of Timber meet, 
Which tott'ring threatens Ruin to the Street : 
Next a huge Portland Stone, for building Paul's, 
Itſelf almoſt a Rock, on Carriage rolls: 
Which, if it fall, would cauſe a Maſſacre, 


And ſerve at once to murder and inter. 


If what l've ſaid can't from the Town affright, 
Conſider other Dangers of the Night: 


When Brickbats are from upper Stories thrown, 


And emptied Chamber-pots come pouring down 
From Garret Windows : You have cauſe to bleſs 
The gentle Stars, if you come off with Piſs: 
So many Fates attend, a Man had need 
Ne'er to walk without a Surgeon by his Side: 
And he can hardly now diſcreet be thought, 
That does not make his Will ere he go out. 
If this you *ſcape, twenty to one you meet 
Some of the drunken Scourers of the Street, | 
Fluſh'd with Succeſs of warlike Deeds perform'd, 
Of Conſtables ſubdu'd, and Brothels ftorm'd : 
Theſe, if a Quarrel or a Fray be miſt, 
Are ill at Eaſe a Nights, and want their Reſt ; 
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For Miſchief 3 is a Lechery to ſome, 

And ſerves to make them ſleep Ike Laudanum. 
Yet heated as they are with Youth and Wine, 
If they diſcern a Train of Flambeaus ſhine, 


If a great Man with his gilt Coach appear, ; | 


ö And a ſtrong Guard of Footboys in the Rear, 
Ihe Raſcals ſneak, and ſhrink their Heads for Fear. 
Poor me, who uſe no Light to walk about, 

Save what the Pariſh or the Skies hang out, 

They value not: Tis worth your while to hear 
The Scuffle, if that be a Scuffle, where 
Another gives the Blows I only bear : 

He bids me ſtand: Of Force I muſt give way, 

For *twere a ſenſeleſs Thing to diſobey, 

And ſtruggle here, where I'd as good oppoſe 

Myſelf to Pre/fon * and his Maſtiffs looſe. _ 
 Why's there ? he cries, and takes you by the Throat, 
Dog ! are you dumb? Speak quickly, elſe my Foot 
Shall march about your Buttocts : whence d'ye come ? 
From what bulk-ridden Strumpet reeking hame ? 

Saving your rev rend Pimpſbip, where d'ye ply ? 

How may one have a Job of Lechery ? | ; 

If you ſay any thing, or hold your Pale, 

And ſilently go off, tis all a Caſe: 


55 Comer of the Bear-Gardea in Hockley-Hole at that 
Time. 
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Still he lays on: nay, well if you *ſcape ſo: 
Perhaps he'll clap an Action on you too 

Of Battery, nor need he fear to meet 

A Jury to his Turn ſhall do him right, 

And bring him in large Damage for a Shoe 
Worn out, beſides the Pains in kicking you. 
A poor Man muſt expect nought of Redreſs, 


But Patience: His beſt Remedy, in ſuch a Caſe, 


Is to be thankful for the Drubs, and beg 
That they would mercifully fpare one Leg 
Or Arm unbroke, and let him go away 


With Teeth enough to eat his Meat next Day. 


Nor is this all which you have Cauſe to fear, 


Oft we encounter midnight Padders here: 


When the Exchanges and the Shops are cloſe, 
And the rich 'Tradeſman in his Counting-houſe, 
To view the Profits of the Day, withdraws. 
Hither in Flocks from S-ooter*s-Hill they come, 
To ſcek their Prize and Booty nearer home : 


Tour Purſe! they cry; 'tis Madneſs to reſiſt, 
Or ſtrive, with a cock'd Piſtol at your Breaſt: 

And thoſe each Day ſo ſtrong and num'rous grow, 
The Town can fcarce afford them Jail-room now. 
Happy the Times of the old Heprarchy, 


Ere Lenden knew ſo much of Villainy: 
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Then fatal Carts thro* Holborn ſeldom went, 

And Tyburn with few Pilgrims was content: 

A leſs and fingle Priſon then would do, 

And ſerv'd the City and the Country too. 

Theſe are the Reaſons, Sir, that drive me hence, 
To which 1 might add more, would Time diſpenſe 
To hold you longer, but the Sun draws low, 

The Coach is juſt at Hand, and I muſt go: 
Therefore, dear Sir, farewel ; and when the Town, 
From better Company can ſpare you down, 
To make the Country with your Preſence bleſt, 

Then viſit your old Friend amongſt the reſt : 

There I'Il find Leiſure to unload my Mind 

Of what Remarks I now muſt leave behind : : 
The Fruits of dear Experience, which, with theſe 
Improv'd, will ſerve for Hints and Notices 

And, when you write again, may be of Uſe 

To furniſh Satire for your daring Muſe. 
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A 
D1ITHYTWAMETCTK 
A 
DRUNK ARD'S SPEECH IN A MASQUF. 
Written in Auguſt, 1677. 
Ox ic? Al O ay vd ap wit, 


Yes, you are mighty wiſe, I warrant, mighty wiſe 7 
With all your godly Tricks and Artifice, ? 
Who think to chouſe me of my dear and pleaſant Vice. | 
Hence, holy Sham ! in vain's your fruitleſs Toi! : 
Go, and ſome unexperienc'd Fop beguile, 
To ſome raw, ent'ring Sinner, cant and whine, 
Who never knew the Worth of Drunkenneſs and 
Wine; | 
I've try'd, and prov'd, and found it all divine: 
It is reſolv'd, I will drink on, and die, 
I'll not one Minute loſe, not I, 
To hear your troubleſome Divinity: 
Fill me a top-full Glaſs, V1 drink it on the Knee, 
_ Confuſion to the next that ſpoils good Company. 
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That Gulp was worth a Soul ; bike it, it went, 
And throughout new Life and Vigour ſent : 
I feel it warm at once my Head and Heart, 
I ſeel it all in all, and all in ev'ry Part. 
Let the vile Slave of Buſineſs toil and ſtrive, 
Who want the Leiſure or the Wit to live: 
While we Life's tedious Journey ſofter make, 
And reap thoſe Joys which we lack Senſe to take. 
Thus live the Gods (if aught above ourſelves there be) 
They live ſo happy, ſo unconcern'd, and free: 
Like us they ſit, and with a careleſs Brow, 
Laugh at the petty Jars of humand Kind below: 
Like us, they ſpend their Age in gentle Eafe 5 * 
Like us, they drink; for what were all their Heav'n 
alas! hes 
If ons and 8 to want + that Happineſs, 
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And others I'll invoke no more. 
Aſſiſt, while with juſt Praiſe I thee adore ; 
Aided by thee, I dare thy worth rehearſe, 4 
In Flights above the common Pitch of grov'ling Verſe. 
Thou art the World's great Soul, that heav*nly Fire, 
Which doſt our dull half-kindled Maſs inſpire, 
We nothing gallant and above ourſelves produce, 
Till thou doſt finiſh Man, and reinfuſe. 


Aſſiſt, almighty Wine, for 05 done haſt Pow' r, } 
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T hou art the only Source of all the World calls great, 
Thou didſt the Poets firſt, and they the Gods create: 


To thee their Rage, their Heat, their F lame they 
owe, . 
Thou muſt half-ſhare with Art, and Nature too, 
They owe their Glory and Renown to thee ; 
Thou giv'ſt their Verſe and them Eternity, 
Great Alexander, that big'ſt Word of Fame, 
'That fills her Throat, and almoſt rends the ſame, 
Whoſe Valour found the World too ſtrait a Stage 
For his wide Victories and boundleſs Rage, 
Got not Repute by War alone, but thee, 
He knew he ne'er could conquer by Sobriety, 
And drank, as well as fought, for. univerſal 
Monarchy. 


Pox o'that 5 Claret ! how it ſtays ? 
Were it again to paſs the Seas, 
T would ſooner be in Cargo here, 
Tis now a long Eaſt-India Voyage, half a Year. 
'Sdeath! here's a Minute loſt, an Age I mean, 
Slipt by, and ne'er to be retriev'd again. 
For Pity ſuffer not the precious Juice to die, 
Let us prevent our own, and its Mortality: 
Like it, our Life with ſtanding and Sobriety is pall d, 
And like it too, when dead, can never be recall'd. 


© Puſh on the Glass, let ! it meaſure out each Hour, 


For ev'ry Sand an Health let's pour: 
Swift as the rolling Orbs above, 
And let it too as regularly move: 


© Swift as Heav'n's drunken red-fac'd Traveller the Sun, 


And never reſt till his laſt Race be done, 
Till Time itſelf be all run out, and we 
Have drunk ourſelves into Eternity, 


| Six in a Hand begin! we'll drink it twice a piece, 
A Health to all that love and honour Vice, 


Six more as oft, to the great Founder of the Vine. 


(A God he was, I'm ſure, or ſhould have been) 
The ſecond Father of Mankind [ meant, 
He, when the angry Pow'rs a Deluge ſent, 


When for their Crimes our ſinful Race was drown'd; 


The only bold, and vent'rous Man was found, 
Who durſt be drunk again, and with new Vice the 
World replant. 
The mighty Patriarch *twas, of bleſſed Memory, 
Who 'ſcap'd in the great Wreck of all Mortality, 


And ſtock'd the Globe afreſh N a brave drinking 


Progeny. 
In vain would ſpiteful Nature us s reclaim, 
Who to ſmall Drink 0 our oe 248 fit to damn, . 
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And ſet us out o'th' Reach of Wine, 
In hope ſtrait Bounds could our vaſt Thirſt confine, 
He taught us firſt with Ships the Seas to roam ; 
Taught us from foreign Lands to fetch Supply. 
Rare Art! that makes all the wide World our Home, 
Makes ev'ry Realm pay Tribute to our Luxury, 


Adieu, poor tott'ring Reaſon ! tumble down! 
This Glaſs ſhall all thy proud uſurping Pow'rs drown, 
And Wit on thy caſt Ruins ſhall erect a Throne: 
Adieu, thou fond Diſturber of our Life? 
That check'ſt our Joys, with all our Pleaſure art at 
Strife: 92 „ 
Pve ſomething briſker now to govern me, 
A more exalted noble Faculty, 
Above thy Logick, and vain-boaſted Pedantry. 
Inform me, if you can, ye trading Sots, what tis 
* > guides th'unerring Deities : 
They no baſe Reaſon to their Actions bring, 
But move by ſome more high, more heav'aly Thing, 
And are without Deliberation wiſe : 
Ev'n ſuch as this, at leaſt, tis much the ſame, 
For which dull Schoolmen never yet could find a 
FF 
Call ye this Madneſs ? "CIR that ſober Fool, 
(Twas ſure ſome dull Philoſopher, ſomereas 'ning Tool) 


) 
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Who the reproachful Term did firſt deviſe, 
And brought a Scandal on the beſt of Vice. 
Go, aſk me, what's the Rage young Prophets feel, 
When they with holy Frenzy reel: 
Drunk with the Spirits of infus'd Divinity, 
They rave, and ſtagger, and are mad, like me. 


Oh, what an Ebb of Drink have we! 
Bri ng, bring a Deluge, fill us up the Sea, 
Let the vaſt Ocean be our mighty Cup, 
We'll drink't, and all its Fiſhes too, like Ls up. 
Bid the Canary Fleet land here: we'll pax 
The Freight, and Cuſtom too defray : 
Set ev'ry Man a Ship, and when the Store 
Is emptied, let them ſtrait diſpatch, and ſail for more 7 
Tis gone; and now have at the Rhzne, q 
With all its petty Rivulets of Wine: = 
Th' Empire's Forces with the Spaniſb we'll combine, | 
We'll make their Drink too in Confederacy join. | 
Were France the next, this round Bordeax ſhall ſwallow 
Champaign, Langon, and Burgundy ſhall follow. 1 
Quick, let's foreſtal Lorrazs \ 
We'll ſtarve his Army, all their Quarters drain, , 
And, without Treaty, put an End to the Campaign. 
Go, ſet the Univerſe o' Tilt, turn the Globe up, 
Squeeze out the laſt, the flow unwilling Drop: 
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And ſet us out o'th' Reach of Wine, 
In hope ſtrait Bounds could our vaſt Thirſt confine, 
He taught us firſt with Ships the Seas to roam ; 
Taught us from foreign Lands to fetch Supply. 
Rare Art! that makes all the wide World our Home, 


Makes ev'ry Realm pay Tribute to our Luxury, 


Adieu, poor tott'ring Reaſon ! tum ble down! 


This Glaſs ſhall all thy proud uſurping Pow'rs drown, 


And Wit on thy caſt Ruins ſhall ere& a Throne: 
Adieu, thou fond Diſturber of our Life? 


That check'ſt our Joys, with all our Pleaſure art at 


Strife: 
Pve ſomething briſker now to govern me, 
A more exalted noble Faculty, 


Above thy Logick, and vain-boaſted Pedantry. 


Inform me, if you can, ye trading Sots, what tis 
That guides th*unerring Deities : 

They no baſe Reaſon to their Actions bring, 
But move by ſome more high, more heav'nly Thing, 
And are without Deliberation wiſe : 

Ev'n ſuch as this, at leaſt, *tis much the ſame, 

For which dull Schoolmen never * could find a 
Name, 

Cal ye this Madneſs ? 1 8 that ſober Fool, 

('Twas ſure ſome dull Philoſopher, ſome reas'ning Tool 
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Who the reproachful Term did firſt deviſe, 
And brought a Scandal on the beſt of Vice, 
Go, aſk me, what's the Rage young Prophets feel, 
When they with holy Frenzy reel: 
Drunk with the Spirits of infus'd Divinity, 
They rave, and ſtagger, and are mad, like me. 


Oh, what an Ebb of Drink have we ! 
Bri ing, bring a Deluge, fill us up the Sea, 
Let the vaſt Ocean be our mighty Cup, 
We'll drink't, and all its Fiſhes too, like Loaches, up. 
Bid the Canary Fleet land here: we'll pay 
The Freight, and Cuſtom too defray : 
Set ev'ry Man a Ship, and when the Store 
Is emptied, let them ſtrait diſpatch, and fail for more : | 
*Tis gone; and now have at the Rhine, 3 
With all its petty Rivulets of Wine: _— 
Th' Empire's Forces with the Spaniſh we'll combine, 1 
We'll make their Drink too in Confederacy join. 
Were France the next, this round Bordeax ſhall ſwallow 
Champaign, Langon, and Burgundy ſhall follow. 
Quick, let's foreſtal Lorrain; g 
We'll ſtarve his Army, all their Quarters 1 1 
And, without Treaty, put an End to the Campaign. 
Go, ſet the Univerſe o' Tilt, turn the Globe up, 4 
Squeeze out the laſt, the flow unwilling Drop: . 


. Sleep out the dull TOs and long Debauch of Life, 


2% ries to go FA but tumbles dewn, and falls aſleep po 6 
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= Left we are plagu'd with Dulneſs and Sobriety. 


A Troop of ſtagg'ring Ghoſts, down to the Shades 


A Pox of empty Nature! ſince the World's oo dry, 
"Tis time we quit Mortality, 
"Tis time we now give out, and die, 


Beſet with Linkboys, we'll in Triumph go, 


below : 
Drunk we'll march off, and reel into the Tomb, 
Nature's convenient, dark, Retiring- room: 
And there, from Noiſe remov'd, and all tumultuous 
Strife, 


_ the Stage, 


02 

= here you by its Reward, the Worth of Virtue prove. 
Forgive (if you can do't) who know no Paſſion now 
r 

Vor. III. | G 


Accept unfeign'd Repentance, Pray'rs and Vows, 


All my Attempts hereafter, ſhall at thy Devotion be, 


F 4 


TO THE | j 
SATIRE AGAINST VIRTUE. Þ 


In Perſon of the Author. 


Pardon me, Virtue, whatſoe'er thou art 

(For ſure thou of the God-head art a part, 7 

And all that is of him muſt be | 
The very Deity) | 

Pardon, if I in aught did thee blaſpheme, 

Or injure thy pure Sacred Name : 


The beſt Atonement of my pen'tent humble Muſe, 


The beſt that Heav'n requires, or Mankind pre: 
duce; 


Ready to conſecrate my Ink, and very Blood to thee. 
Forgive me, ye bleſt Souls that dwell above. 
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And you unhappy happy Few, 
Who ſtrive with Life, and Human Miſeries below, | 
Forgive me too, | 


If L, in aught, diſparag'd them, or elſe diſcourag'd you, 


Bleſt Virtue! whoſe Almighty Pow'r 
Does to our fallen Race reſtore 
All that in Paradiſe we loſt, and more; 
Lifts us to Heav'n, and makes us be 
The Heirs and Image of the Deity. 
Soft gentle Yoke! which none but reſty Fools refuſe, 

W hich, before Freedom, I would ever chuſe. 
Eaſy are all the Bonds that are impos'd by thee ; „ 
Eaſy as thoſe of Lovers are, 
(If I with avght, leſs pure, may thee compare) 
Nor do they force, but only guide our Liberty. 
By ſuch ſoft Ties are Spirit's above confin'd; 
So gentle is the Chain, which them to Good does bind. 
Sure Card, whereby this frail and tott'ring Bark we Heer 
Thro' Life's tempeſtuous Ocean here; 
 Thro? all the toſſing Waves of Fear, 
And dang'rous Rocks of black Deſpair. 
Safe in thy Conduct, unconcern'd, we move, 
Secure from all the threat'ning Storms that blow, 
From all Attacks of Chance below, 
And reach the certain Haven of Felicity above, 


7 
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Beſt Miſtreſs of our Souls! whoſe Charms and Beauties 
__- | 
And are by very Age increas'd, 
By which, all other Glories are defac'd. 
Thou'rt thy own Dowry, and a greater far 
Than all the Race of Human kind e'er brought, 
Tho? each of them, like the firſt Wife, were fraught, 
And half the Univerſe did for her Portion ſhare, 
That tawdry Sex, which giddy ſenſeleſs we 
 Thro' Ignorance fo vainly deify, 
Areall but glorious Brutes, when uncadow'd with thee; 
'Tis Vice alone, the truer Jilt, and worſe, 
In whoſe Enjoyment, tho? we find 
A flitting Pleaſure, yet it leaves behind 
A Pain and Torture in the Mind, 
And claps the wounded Conſcience with incurable Re- 
morſe, 


Or elſe betrays us to the great Trepans of Humankind. 
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*Tis Vice, the greater Thraldom, harder Drudgery, 
Whereby depoſmg Reaſon from its gentle Sway, 
(That rightful Sovereign which we thould ad 

We undergo a various Tyranny; 

And to un-number'd, ſervile Paſſions Homage pay. 
Theſe, with Zo yptian Rigor, us enſlave, 

And govern with unlimited Command; 

G 2 


= . 


4 COUNTERPART TO THE 


I; hey make us endleſs Toil purſue, 
And ſtill their doubled Taſks renew, 
Jo puſh on our too haſty Fate, and build our Grave, 
Or which is worſe, to keep us from the promis'd Land. 
Nor may we think our Freedom to retrieve, 
We ſtruggle with our heavy Yoke in vain : 
In vain we ftrive to break that Chain, 
Unleſs a Miracle relieve; _ 
Unleſs th? Almighty-Wand Enlargement give, 
We never malt expect Delivery, 
T'ill Death the univerſal Writof Eaſe, does ſet us free. . 


Some ſordid Avarice in Vaſſalage confines, ' 
Like Roman Slaves condemn'd to the Mines, 
Theſe are in its harſh Brideabel laſh'd, and puniſhed, 
And, with hard Labour, ſcarce can earn their Bread. 
Others, Ambition, that imperious Dame, 
Expoſes cruelly, like Gladiators, here 
Upon the World's great Theatre, 
Thro' Dangers, and thro? Blood, they wade to Fame, 
To purchaſe grinning Honour, and an empty. Name, 
And ſome by Tyrant Luſt are Captive led, 
And with falſe Hopes of Pleaſure fed; 
Till tir'd with Slav'ry to their own Deſires, 
Life's o'ercharg'd Lamp goes out, and in a Snuff expires. 
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Conſider we the little Arts of Vice, 
The Stratagems and Artifice 
Whereby ſhe does attract her Votaries : 
All thoſe Allurements, and thoſe Charms, 
Which pimp Tranſgreſſors to her Arma, 
Are but foul Paint, and counterfeit Diſguiſe, 
Io palliate her own conceald Deformities, 
And for falſe empty Joys betray us to true ſolid Harms, 
In vain ſhe would her Dowry boalt, 
Which clog'd with Legacies we never gain, 
But with unvaluable Coſt ; 
Which got, we never can retain 5 
Zut mult the greateſt Part be loſt, 
10 the great Bubbles, Age or Chance, again. 
Tis vaſtly over-balanc'd by theJointure which we make, 
In which our Lives, our Souls, our Ai! is ſet at Stake 
Like filly Indians, fooliſh we 
With a known Cheat, a loſing Trafick hold. 
Whilſt led by an ill-judging Eye, 
W admire a trifling Pageantry, 
A nd merchandize gur Jewels, and our Gold, ' 


For worthleſs Glaſs, and Beads, or an Exchange's Fri rip- 


Po. 
If we a while maintain th* expenſive Trade, 
Such mighty Impoſt on the Cargo's laid, 
Such a vait Cuſtom to be paid, 
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'We'reforc'd atlaſt, like wretched Bankrupts, to give out, 
Clapt up by Death, and in eternal Durance ſhut. 


What art thou, Fame, for which fo eagerly we ſtrive? 
W hat art thou, but an empty Shade 
By the Reflection of our Actions made? 
Thou, unlike others, never follow'ſt us alive; 
Fut, like a Ghoſt, walk'ſt only after we are Dead. 
Poſthumous Toy] vain after-Legacy ! 
Which only ours can be, | 
When we ourſelves, no more are we ! 
Fickle as vain ! who durſt on Vulgar Breath depend, 
Which we by dear Experience find : 
More changeable, more veering than th' unconſtant 
Wind. NE | 
What art thou, Gold, that cheat'ſt the Miſer's Eyes; 
Which he dces ſo devoutly idolize; 
2 whom he all his Reſt, and Eaſe does ſacrifice! 
11s Uſe alone can all thy Value give, 
And he, from that, no Benefit can e'er receive, 
Curſt Mineral ! near neighb'ring Hell begot, 
Which all th* Infection of thy damned Neighbourhood 
haſt brought. | 
Thou Bawd to Murthers, Rapes, and Treachery, 
And ev'ry greater Name of Villainy: 
Frem thee they all derive their Stock, and Pedigree, 
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Thouthelewd World withall its crying Crimes doſt ſtore, 
And hardly wilt allow the Devil the Cauſe of more. 
And what is Pleaſure, which does moſt-beguile ? 
That Syren, which betrays us with a flatt'ring Smile? 
We liſten to the treach'rous Harmony, 
Which fings but our own Obſequy, 
The Danger unperceiv'd, till Death draws nigh ; 
Till, Drowning, we want Pow'r to ſcape the fatal 
Enemy. f 
How frantick is the wanton Epicure! 
Who a perpetual Surfeit will endure ? 
Who places all his chiefeſt Happineſs 
In the Extravagancies of Exceſs, 
Which wiſe Sobriety eſteems but a Diſtaſe; : 
O mighty envy'd Happineſs to eat! 
Vhich fond miitaken Sots call great! 
Poor Frailty of our Fleſh ! which we each Day 
Muſt thus repair for Fear of ruinous Decay ! 
Degrading of our Nature, where vile Brutes are fain 
To make, and keep up Man! 
Which when the Paradiſe above we gain, 
Heav'n thinks too great an Imperfection to retain! 
By each Diſeaſe the fickly Joy's deſtroy'd; 
At ev'ry Meal it's nauſeous and is Cloy'd, 
Empty at beſt, as when in Dream enjoy'd 3 
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When, cheated by a lumbering Impoſture, we 
Fancy a Feaſt, and great Regalio's by ; 

And think we taſte, and think we ſee, 
And riot on imaginary Luxury. 


| Grant me, O Virtue, thy more ſolid, laſting Joy; 
| Grant me the better Pleaſures of the Mind, 
| Pleaſures, which only in Purſuit of thee we find, 
| Which Fortune cannot marr, nor Chance deſtroy. 
| One Moment in thy bleſt Enjoyment, is 
Worth an Eternity of that tumultuous Bliſs, 
Which we derive from Senſe, 
Which often cloys, and muſt reſign to Impotence. 
Grant me but this, how will I triumph in wid happy 
State, 
Above the Changes and Reverſe of Fate; 
Above her Favours, and her Hate? 
Fit ſcorn the worthleſs Treaſures of Peru, 
And thoſe of t'other Indies too. 

Fl pity Cz/ar's ſelf, with all his Trophies and his Fame, 
And the vile brutiſh Herd of Epicures contemn, 
And all the Under-ſheriff alities of Life not worth a 

Name. 

Nor will 1 only owe my Blick, 
| Like others, to a Multitude, 
Where Company . up a forced Hales; ; 
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Should all Mankind ſurceaſe to live, 
And none, but individual I, ſurvive, 
Alone, I would be happy, and enjoy my Solitude. 
Thus ſhall my Life in pleaſant Minutes wear, 
Calm as the Minutes of the Ev*ning are, 
And gentle as the Motion of the upper Air: 
Soft as my Muſe, and unconfin'd as ſhe, 
When flowing in the Numbers of Pizdarick Liberty, 
And when I ſee pale ghaſtly Death appear, 
That grand inevitable Teſt which all muſt bear, = 
Which beſt diſtinguiſhes the Bleſt and Wretched here; 
I'll ſmile at all his Horrors, court my welcome Deſtiny, 
And yield my willing Soul up in an eaſy Sigh; 
And Epicures that ſee, ſhall envy, and confels, 
That I, and thoſe who dare like me be Good, the 
chiefeſt Good poſſeſs. 
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B. and Alpheus, the two Shepherds Strains, 
I mean to tell, and how they charm'd the Plains, 
PI tell their charming Numbers, which the Herd, 
Unmindful of their Graſs, in Throngs admi'd: 
At which fierce Savages afſtoniſh'd ſtood, 
And every River ſtopt its liſt'ning Flood. 

For you, Great SIR, whether with Cannons Roar, 
You ſpread your Terror to the Holland Shore. 
Or with a gentle and a ſteady Hand, 
In Peace and Plenty rule our Native Land. 
Shall ever. that auſpicious Day appear, 
When I, your glorious Actions ſhall declare? 
Tt ſhall, and I throughout the World rehearſe 
Their Fame, fit only for a Spen/er's Verſe. 
With you, my Muſe began, with you, ſhall end*: 
Accept my Verſe that waits on your Command : 


Eing cbarles © 
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And deign this Ivy-Wreath a place may find 

Among the Laurels, which your Temples bind. 
Twas at the time that Night's col Shades with- 

drew, 

And left the Graſs all hung with dene Dew: 

When Damon, leaning on his oaken Wand, 

Thus to his Pipe, in gentle Lays, complain'd. 

Dam. "Ariſe, thou Morning, and drive on the Day, 

While wretched 1, with fruitleſs Words inveigh 

Againſt falſe N;/a, while the Gods I call, 


With my laſt Breath, tho? hopeleſs to avail, 

Tho' they regard not my Complaints at all. 
Strike-up, my Pipe, play me, iu tuneful Strains, 
What ] heard ſung on the Menalian Plains. 

Menalus ever has its warbling Groves, 

And talking Pines, it ever hears the Loves 

Of Shepherds, and the Notes of mighty Pan, 

The firſt that would not let the Reeds untun'd remain. 
Strike up, my Pipe, play me, in tuneful Strains, 

I bat I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 

Mop/us weds Ni/a, Gods! What Lover e'er 

Need, after this, have reaſon to deſpair? 

Gryffons ſhall now leap Mares, and the next Age 

The Deer and Hounds, in Friendſhip mo * 

So, Mop/us, get the Torches ready ſoon ; 

Thou, happy Man, muſt have the Bride anon. 
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Go, Bridegroom, quickly, the Nut-ſcramble make, 
The Evening-ſtar quits Octa for thy ſake. 
Strike up, my Pipe, play me, in tuneful Strains, 
What ] heard Jung cn the Mznalian Plains. 
How fitly art thou maich'd, who waſt fo nice! 
Thou haugkty Nymph, who didſt all elſe deſpiſe! 
Why ſlight'ſt fo ſcornfully my Pipe, my Herd. 
My rough-grown Eye-brows, and unſhaven Ber 
And think'ſt no God does mortal Things regard. 
Strike up, my Pype, play me in tuneful Strain, 
What ] heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 
I ſaw thee young, and in thy Beauty's Bloom, 
To gather Apples with thy Mother, come, 
?Twas.in our Hedge-rows, I was there with Pride, 
To ſhew you to the beſt, and be your Guide. 
Then I, juſt entering my Twelfth Year, was found, 
I then could reach the tender Boughs from Ground, 
. Heav'ns! when I ſaw, how ſoon was I undone! 
How to my Heart did the quick Poiſon run! 
Strike up, my Pipe, play me, in tuneful Strains, 
What I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 
Now I'm convinc'd what Love is; the cold North 
Sure, 1n its craggy Mountains, brought him forth, 
Or Africł's wildeſt Deſerts gave him Birth, 
Amongſt the Cannibals, and Savage Race; 
He never of our Kind or Country was, 
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Strike up, my Pepe, play me, in tuneful Strains, 
IWhat I heard ſung on the Mænalian Plains. 
Dire Love did once a Mother's Hand embrue 
In Children's Blood, a cruel Mother, thou ; | 
Hard 'tis to ſay, of both, which is the worſt, i 
The cruel Mother, or the Boy accurſt. 
He a curſt Boy, a cruel Mother thou, 

| The Devil a-whit to chuſe between the two. 

Strike up, my Pipe, play me, in tuncful Strains, 

What I heard Jung on the Mænalian Plains. 

Let Wolves by Nature ſhun the Sheep-folds now 
On the rough Oaks let Oranges now grow : 

Let the coarſe Alder bear the Dafad'!, 

And coſtly Amber from the Thorn diſtil: 

Let Owls match Swans, let Ty?rus Orpheus be, 
In the Woods Orpheus, Arion on the Sea, 

Strike up, my Pipe, play me, in tunefu! Strains, 

Il hat I heard ſung en the Mænalian Plains. | 
Let all the World turn Sea, the Woods adieu! 19 
To ſome high Mountain's Top I'll get me now, 

And thence myſelf into the Waters throw : 

There quench my Flames, and let the cruel ſhe 
Accept this my laſt Will and Legacy. 

Ceaſe now, my Pipe, ceaſe now thoſe wwarbling Strains, 
Which ] heard ſung on the Mænalian Plains. 
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'This Damon's Song : relate, ye Muſes, now 

Alpheus Reply: All cannot all Things do. 
A. Bring Holy Water, ſprinkle all around, 
And ſee theſe Altars with ſoft Fillets bound: 
Male-Frankincenſe and juicy Vervain burn, 

Pl try if I, by Magic Force, can turn 

My ſtubborn Love: I'Il try if I can fire 

His frozen Preaſt: Nothing but Charms are wanting 
here. 


| Bring Daphnis From the . * age Charms; 
Bring home low'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 
1 


| Charms in her wonted Courſe can ſtop the Moon, 
And from her well-fix*d Orb can call her down. 
By Charms the mighty Circe (we are told) 
Uly/ſes fam'd Companions chang'd of old. 
Snakes, by the Virtue of Enchantment forc'd, 
Oft in the Meads, with their own Poiſon burſt. 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms 
Bring home low'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 
Frſt, theſe three ſeveral Threads I compaſs round 
Thy Image thus, in Magick. Fetters bound: 
Then reund theſe Altars thrice thy Image bear; 
Odd Numbers, to the Gods delightful are. 
Bring Daphnis rem the Town, ye Magick Charms; 
Bring hom: levw/d Daphnis to. my longing Arms. 
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Go tie me in three Knots three Ribbands now, 
And let the Ribbands be of diff' rent Hue: 

Go, Amaryllis, tie them ſtrait, and cry, - 

At the ſame Time, they're Truc-love-knots, I tye; 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms 5 
Bring home lo vd Daphnis zo my longing Arms. 

Look how this Clay grows harder, and look how, 

With the ſame Fire, this Wax doth ſofter grow. 

So Daphnis, let him with my Love do ſo. | 

Strew Meal and Salt (for ſo theſe Rights require) 

And ſet the crackling Laurel Boughs on fire: 

This naughty Daphnis ſets my Breaſt on Flame, 

And I this Laurel burn in Daphnis Name, 

Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms; 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 

As a poor Heifer wearied in the Chace, 

Of ſeeking her lov'd Steer from Place to Place, 

Thro' Woods, thro' Groves, thro' Arable and Waſte, 

On ſome green River's Bank lies down at laſt; 

There lows her Moan, deſpairing and forlorn,, 1 

And tho' belated, minds not to return: 

Let Daphnis' Caſe be ſuch, and let not me 

Take any Care to give a Remedy. 

Bring Daphnis from the T own, ye Magick Charms; 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


From Pontus brought, in Pontus Store are bred : 


From whence they grew, and Ghoſts in Church-yards 


The Gods he minds not, nor my Charms at all. 


Pehold ! the Aſhes, while we lingring ſtay, 
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Theſe Garments erſt the faithleſs Traitor left, 


Dear Pledges of his Love, of which I'm 'reft: 


Beneath the Threſhold theſe I bury now; 
In thee, O Earth, theſe Pledges Daphnis owe. 


Bring Daphnis from the Toxon, ye Magick Charms; 
Bring heme lov d Daphnis to my longing Arms. 
Of Maris I theſe Herbs and Poiſons had, 


With theſe I've oft ſeen Maris Wonders do, 
Turn himſelf Wolf, and to the Foreſt go: 
I've often ſeen him Fields of Corn diſplace, 


raiſe, 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms; 
Bring home loud Daphnis to my longing Arms. 
Go, Maid, go bear the Aſhes out at Door, I. 
And them forthwith into the a 3 
pour, 
Over thy Head, and dow t look back, be ſure: 
Pl try what theſe on Daphnis will prevail, 


Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms; 
Bring home loud Daphnis 10 my longing Arms. 


While we neglect to carry them away, 


WA 
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Have reach'd the Altar, and have fir'd the Wood 
That lies upon't: Heay'n ſend it be for Good! 

Something, I know not what's the Matter: Hark! 

I hear our Lightfoot f in the Entry bark; 

Shall I believe, or is it only Dream, 

Which Lovers Fancies are too apt to frame? 
Ceaſe now ye Magick Charms, behold him come ! 

Ceaſe necdleſs Charms, my Daphnis is at. Home 
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As when of Old, ſome bright and heav'nly Dame, 
A God of equal Majeſty did wed; 
Strait thro' the Court above the Tidings ſpread, 
Strait at the News th' immortal Offspring came, 
And all the Deities did the high Nuptials grace, 
With no leſs Pomp, no leſs of Grandeur we 
Behold this glad Solemnity, | 
And all confeſs an equal Joy, - 
And all expect as God-like-and as great a Race: 
Hark how united Shouts-our Joys proclaim, 
Which riſe in Gratitude to Heay'n, from whence they 


came; 
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Gladſome, next thoſe which brought our Royal Exile 


Home, | 
When he reſum'd his long-uſurped Throne: 
Hark how the mighty Vollies rend the Air, 


And ſhake at once, the Earth and utmoſt Sphere i 


Hark how the Bells harmonious Noiſe | 
Bear Conſort too, with human Joys ; 
| Behold thoſe num'rous Fires, which up and down, 
Threaten almoſt, new Conflagration to the Town. 
Well do theſe Emblems, mighty Orange, Tpeak thy 
Fame, 


Whoſe Loudneſs, Muſick, Brightneſs, all expreſs the 
ſame; 
'was thus great Fove his Semele did wed, 
1n Thander and in * ning, ſo PRs her Bed. 


Hail, happy Pair ! kind 8 great Hoſtages ! 
Sure Pledges of a firm and laſting Peace 
Call't not a Match, we that low Stile diſdain, 
Nor will degrade it with a Term ſo mean; 
A League it muſt be ſaid, 

Where Countries thus eſpouſe, and Nations wed : 

Our Thanks, propitious Deſtiny ! 

Never did yet thy Pow'r diſpenſe, 

A more Plenipotentiary Influence, 

Nor Heav'n more ſure a Treaty ratify : 
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To you, our great and gracious Monarch, too 
„ An equal Share of Thanks is due, 
11 Nought could this mighty Work en det Hlea n 
and you. 
Let others boaſt | 
Of Leagues, which Wars and Slaughter coll; 
This Union by no Blood cemented is, 

Nor did its Harmony from Jars and Diſcords rite, 
Not more to your great Anceſtor. we owe, 
By whom two Reaims into one Kingdom grow, 
He join'd but what Nature had join'd before, 
Lands diſunited by no Parting-Shore; 0 

By you to foreign Countries we're ally'd, 
You make us Continent, whom Seas and Waves iride. 


How [wall brave Prince, do you by raden Condut 
| prove | | 
What was deny'd to mighty 3 
Together to be wiſe, and love? 
In this you higheſt Skill of Choice and Jodgnen 
ſhew, 
Tis here diſplay'd, Fe TER rewnnded . too: 
But you mix Love with Policy, Paſſion with State : be 
| You ſcorn'd the Painter's Hands your Hearts ſhould 
tie, 


Which oft (and here they mufl) thy Original belie. | 
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For how ſhould Art that Beauty undertake, 
Which Heav'n would ftrive in vain again to make, 
Taught by Religion, you did better Methods try, 
And worſhip'd not the Image, but the Deity : 

Go enyy*'d Prince, your glorious BR IDE receive, 
Too great for aught but mighty YORK to give : 
She, whom if none maſt wed but thoſe who merit her, 
Monarchs might ceaſe Pretence, and Gods deſpair : 

Think you 1n her far greater Conqueſts gain, 

Than all the Pow'rs of France have from your Coun- 
try ta'en. 

In her fair Arms let your Ambition bounded lie, 

And __ there an i Oy ? 


And you, * Princeſs, ihe could thus fubdae, 

What France, with all its Forces, could not 405 
Enjoy your glorious Prize, 

Enjoy the Triumphs of your conqu'ring Eyes: 


From him, and th* Height of your ou Mind, look? 


down, 


And with Neglect deſpiſe a Throne, 


And think't as great to merit, as to wear a Crown: 


NVaſſau is all which pou Deſires or Thoughts can 


frame, | 
All Titles lodge within that ſingle Name: 
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A Name, which Mars himſelf would with Ambition 
os OL: 5 
Prouder in that, than to be call'd the God of War: 


To you, great Madam (if your Joys admit Increaſe, 


If Heav'n has not already ſet your Happineſs 
Above its Pow'r to raiſe) 
To you, the zealous, humble Maſe, | 
Theſe ſolemn Wiſhes conſecrates, and vows,. 
And begs, you'll not her Offering refuſe, 


Which not your Want, but her Devotion ſhews. 


May your great Conſort ſtill ſucceſsful. prove, 
In all his high Attempts, as in your Love: 
May he thro” all Attacks of Chance appear 
As free from Danger, as he is from Fear; 
May neither Senſe of Grief, or Trouble know, 
But what, in Pity, you to others ſhow ; 
May you be fruitful in as num*rous Store 
Of princely Births, as ſhe, who yu great F ather 
bore: 
May Heav'n, to your Juſt Merits Nad, 
Repeal the ancient Curſe on Womankind: 

: Eaſy and gentle, as the Labours of the Brain, 
May yours all prove, and juſt ſo free from Pain: 
May no rude Noiſe of War approach your Bed, ) 
But Peace her downy Wings about you ſpread, 5 
Calm as the Seaſon, when fair Halcyons breed. 
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May you, and the juſt Owner of your Breaſt, 
Both, in as full Content and Happinaſs be bleſt, 
As the firſt ſinleſs Pair, of old enjoy'd, 
E'er Guilt their Innocence and that deftroy'd: 
Till nothing but Continuance to your Bliſs can add, 
And you, by Heav'n alone, be happier made: 
Till future Poets, who your Lives review, 
When they'd their utmoſt Pitch of Flatt'ry ſhew, & 
Shall pray their Patrons may become like you: * 
Nor know to frame a ſkilful Wiſh more great, 
Nor think. a higher Bleſſing in the Gift of Fate. 
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FOR AN 


ANNIVERSARY..OF MUSICK 


3 +108 | 
ST, CECILIA'S DAY, 
| SET BY DR. BLOW.. 


Begin the Song, your Inſtruments advance, 
Tune the Voice, and tune the Flute, 
Touch the ſilent, ſleeping Lute, 
And make the Strings.to their own Meaſures dance. 
Bring gentleſt Thoughts, that into Language glide, | 
Bring ſofteſt Words, that into Numbers ſlide: 
Let ev'ry Hand, and ev'ry Tongue, 
Io make the noble Conſort throng. 
Let all in one harmonious Note agree 
To frame the mighty Song, 
For this is Muſick's ſacred Jubilee. 


ODE ON ST. CECILIA'S DAY: 10g 


Hark how the waken'd Strings reſound, 
And break the yielding Air, 
The raviſh'd Senſe, how pleaſingly they wound, 
And call the liſt'ning Soul into the Ear: 
: Each Pulſe beats Time, and ev'ry Heart, 
With Tongue and Fingers bears a Part. 
By Harmony's entrancing Pow'r, 
When we are thus wound up to Extaſy; 
Methinks we mount, methinks we tow'r, 
And ſeem to antedate our future Bliſs on High. 
How dull were Life, how hardly worth our Care, 
But for the Charms that Muſick lends! 
How faint its Pleaſures: would appear, 
But for the Pleaſure which our Art attends !- - 
Without the Sweets of Melody, 
To tune our vital Breath, 
Who would not give it up to Death, 
And in the ſilent Grave contented lie ? 


Muſick's the Cordial of a troubled Breaſt, 

The ſofteſt Remedy that Grief can find ; 

The gentle Spell, that charms our Care to Reſt, 
And calms the ruffled Paſſions of the Mind. 
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Muſick does all our Joys refine, 
It gives the Reliſn to our Wane, 
'Tis that gives Rapture to our Love, 
And wings Devotion to a Pitch divine: 
*Tis our chief Bliſs on Earth, and half que Heav'n 
above. 


CHORUS. 


Come then, with tuneful Throat and String, 

The Praiſes of our Art let's ſing; 

Let's ſing to bleſt Czerira's Fame, 

That gracd this Art, and gave this Day its Name 3 
With Muſick, Wine, and Mirth conſpire 

To bear a Conſort, and make up the Choir. 
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Upon her Recovery from a late Sickneſs. 
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Pate 4 that with flow Gladneſs we, fo lakes. 
Your wiſh'd Return of Health congratulate : 
Oer Joys at firſt ſo throng'd to get abroad, | A 
They hinder'd one another in the Crowd; | 
And now ſuch Haſte to tell their Meſſage make, 
They only ſtammer what they meant to ſpeak. 
You, the fair Subject which I am to fing, „„ _ 
To whoſe kind Hands this humble Joy I bring: il 
Aid me, I beg, while I this Theme purſue, 1 
For I invoke no other Muſe but yu. | " | 
Long Time had you here brightly ſhone below, Þ 
With all the Rays kind Heaven could beſtow : 
No envious Cloud &er offer'd to invade 
Your Luſtre, or compel it to a Shade: 
Nor did it yet by any Sign appear, 
But that you thoroughout immortal were: 
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Till Heav'n (if Heav'n could prove fo cruel) ſent 
To interrupt the Growth of your Content, 
As if it grudg'd thoſe Gifts you did enjoy, 
And-would that Bounty, which he gave, deſtroy: 
*Twas ſince your Excellence did Envy move, 
In thoſe high Pow'rs, and made them jealous prove, 
They thought theſe Glories, ſhould they ſtill have 
ſhin'd, 
Unſullied, were too much for 8 

Which might they write as laſting as they're fair, 
Too great for aught but Deities appear: 
But Heav'n (it may be) was not yet compleat, 
And lack'd you there, to fill your empty Seat; 

And when it fairly could not woo you hence, 

Turn'd Raviſher, and offer'd Miolence. 

Sickneſs did firſt a formal Siege begin, 
And by ſure Slowneſs try'd your Life to win. 
As if by ling'ring Methods, Heaven meant 
To chace you hence, and tire you to conſent. 
But thus in vain, Fate did to Force reſort, 
And next by Storm, ſtrove to attack the Fort. 
A Sleep, dull as your laſt, did you arreſt, 
And all their Magazines of Life poſſeſt. 

No more the Blood its circling Courſe did run, 
But in the Veins, like Ificles it hung. 
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No more the Heart con aud of quick'ning Heat) | 
The tuneful March of vital Motion beat, 5 
Stiffneſs did into all the Sinews climb, 
And a ſhort Death crept cold thro' ev'ry Limb: 
All Signs of Life from Sight ſo far withdrew, 
'Twas now thought Popery to pray for you. 
There might you (were not that Senſe loſt) hays 
ſeen 
How your true Death would have reſented been : , 
A Lethargy like yours, each Breaſt did ſeize, 


And all, by Sympathy, catch'd your Diſeaſe. . 


Around you ſilent Imag'ry appears, 
And nought in the SpeQators moves, but Tears: 
They pay what Grief were to your Fun'ral due, 
And yet dare hope, Heav'n would your Life renew. 
Mean while, all Means, all Drugs preſcribed are, 
Which the Decays of Health or Strength repair, 
Med'cines ſo pow'rful they new Souls would ſave, 


| And Life, in long-dead Carcaſſes, retrieve: 


But theſe in vain, they rougher Methods try, 
And now you're SATA that you may not die; 


Sad Scene of Fate! when Tortures were your Gain: 


And 'twas a Kindneſs thought to wiſh you Pain! 
As if the ſlacken'd String of Life run down, 
Could only by the Rack be ſcrew'd in Tune. 
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But Heav'n at laſt (grown conſcious that its Pow's 


Could ſcarce what was to die with you reſtore) 


And loth to ſee ſuch Glories overcome, 
Sent a Poſt- Angel to repeal your Doom; 
Strait Fate obey'd the Charge which Heaven ſent, 


And gave this firſt dear Proof, it could repent : 
"Triumphant Charms! what may not you ſubdue, 


When Fate's your Slave, and thus ſubmits to you! 


It now again the new- broke Thread does knit, 


And for another Clew, her Spindle fit: 


And Life's hid Spark, which did unquench'd remain, 
"Caught the fled Light, and brought it back again: 


Thus you reviv'd, and all our Joy with you 


 Revivd, and found their Reſurrection too; 


Some only griev'd, that what was deathleſs thought, 


They ſaw ſo near to fatal Ruin brought: 


Now Crowds of Bleſſings on that happy Hand, 
Whoſe Skill could eager Deſtiny withſtand ; 
W hoſe learned Pow'r has reſcu'd from the Grave 
'That Life, which *twas a Miracle to fave ; 

That Life, which were it thus untimely loſt, 
Had been the faireſt Spoil Death e'er could boaſt: 
May he-henceforth' be God of Healing thought, 
By whom ſuch Good to you and us was brought : 
Altars and Shrines to him are juſtly due, 

Who ſhew'd himſelf a God, by raiſing you. 
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But ſay, fair Saint, for you alone can know, 
Whither your Soul in this hort Flight did go; 
Went it to antedate that Happineſs, 

'You muſt at laſt-(tho' late, we hope) poſſeſs ? 
Inform us, leſt we ſhould your Fate belie, 

And call that Death, which was but Extaſy. 

The Queen of Love (we're told) once let us ſee, 
That Goddeſſes from Wounds could not be free: 
And you, by this vnwiſh'd Occaſion, ſhow | 
That they, like mortal Us, can Sickneſs Know: 
Pity ! that Heav'n ſhould all its Titles give, 

And yet not let you, with them, ever live. 
You'd lack no Point that makes a Deity, 

If you could like it too, immortal be: 

And ſo you are; half boaſts a deathlefs State! 
Although your frailer Part muſt yield to Fate, 

By ev'ry Breach in that fair Lodging made, 

Its bleſt Inhabitant is more difplay'd : | 

In that white Snow which over-ſpreads your Skin, 
We trace the whiter Soul which dwells within; 
Which while you through this ſhining Hue diſplay, 
Looks like a Star plac'd in the Milky Way: 
Such the bright Bodies of the Bleſſed are, 


When they, for Raiment cloath'd, with Light appear : 


And ſhould you vifit now the Seats of Bliſs, 
You need not wear another Form but this. 
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Never did Sickneſs in ſuch Pomp appear, 

As when it thus your Livery did wear, 

Diſeaſe itſelf look'd amiable here. 

So Clouds, which would obſcure the Sun, oft 8 
be, 

And Shades are taught to mine as „da as he. 

Grieve not, fair Nymph, when in your Glaſs you 

trace | | 


The marring Footſteps of a pale Diſeaſe, | 


Regret not that your Cheeks their Roſes want, 
Which a few Days ſhall in full Store replant, 
Which, whilſt your Blood withdraws its guilty Red, 
Tells that you own no Faults that Bluſhes need: 


The Sun whoſe Bounty does each Spring reſtore, 


What Winter from the rifled Meadows tore, 
Which ev'ry Morning with an early Ray, 
Paints the young bluſhing Cheeks of inſtant Day: 
Whoſe Skill (inimitable here below) 


Limns thoſe gay Clouds which form n colour'd 


Bow, 


That Sun mall ſoon with Intereſt repay, 
All the loſt Beauty Sickneſs ſnatch'd away : 


Your Eeams, like his, ſhall hourly now advance, 


And ev'ry Minute their ſwift Growth enhance. 


Mean while (that you no Helps of Health refulc) 
Accept theſe humble Wiſhes of the Muſe; 


. 
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Which ſhall not of their juſt Petition fail, 
If ſhe (and ſhe's a Goddeſs) aught prevail. 


May no profane Diſeaſe henceforth approach 


This ſacred Temple, with unhallow'd Touch, 
Or with rude Sacrilege its Frame debauch. 
May theſe fair Members always happy be, 
In as full Strength and well-ſet Harmony, 


ng 


1 


As, the new Foundreſs of your Sex could boaſt, 


Fer ſhe by Sin her firſt Perfection loſt : 
May Deſtiny, juſt to your Merits, twine 

All your ſmooth Fortunes in a ſilken Line, 
And that you may at Heaven late arrive, 
May it, to you, its largeſt Bottom give: 


May Heav'n with ftill repeated Favours blefs, 


Till it, its Pow'r, before its Will confeſs; 
Till Wiſhes ean no more exalt your Fate, 
Nor Poets ſaney you more fortunate, 
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Miss KATHARINE KINGSCOURT, 


A Child of excellent Parts and Far. 


Ihe did, ſhe did—l ſaw her mount the Sky, 

And with new Whiteneſs paint the Galaxy. | 
Heav'n here, methought, with all its Eyes did view, 
And yet acknowledg'd all its Eyes too few. 
Methought I ſaw in Crowds bleit Spirits meet, 


And, with loud Welcomes, her Arrival greet; 


Which, could they grieve, had gone with Grief aways 


To fee a Soul more white, more pure than they. 


Earth was unworthy ſuch a Prize as this, 
Only a while Heav'n let us ſhare the Bliſs : 
In vain her Stay with fruitleſs Tears we'd woo, 
In vain we'd court, when that our Rival grew. 


Thanks, ye kind Pow'rs! who did fo long diſpenſe, 


(Since you ſo wiſh'd her) with her Abſence thence : 
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115 
We now reſign, to you alone we grant 

The ſweet Monopoly of ſuch a Saint; 

So pure a Saint, I ſcarce dare call her ſo, | 

For fear to wrong her with a Name too low :. 

Such a ſeraphick Brightneſs in her ſhin'd, 

I hardly can believe her Womankind. 

Twas ſure ſome noble Being left the Sphere, 3 
Which deign'd a little to inhabit here, { 
And can't be ſaid to die, but diſappear. 1 
Or if ſhe mortal was, and meant to ſhow 
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The greater Skill by being made below 4 i | 
Sure Heav'n preſerv'd her by the Fall uncurſt, | | 
To tell how all the Sex were form'd at firſt: il 


Never did yet ſo much Divinity 
In ſuch a ſmall Compendium crouded lie. Al 
By her we credit what the learned tell, * 


That many Angels in one Point can dwell. 10 
More damned Fiends did not in Mary reſt, "vl 
Than lodg'd, of bleſſed Spirits, in her Breaſt ; | 

Religion dawn'd ſo early in her Mind, 4 
You'd think her Saint, whilſt in the Womb enſhrin'd: A 
Nay, that bright Ray which did her Temples paint, j 
Proclaim'd her clearly, while alive, a Saint. 1 
Scarce had ſhe learnt to liſp Religion's Name, % | 
E'er ſhe, by her Example, preach'd the ſame, 1 
And taught her Craale, like the Pulpit, to reclaim. | 7 
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No Action did within her Practice fall, | 
Which for th* Atonement of a Bluſh could call: : 
No Word of hers &er greeted any Ear, 

Bat. what a dying Saint confeſt, . might hear. 
Her Thoughts had fcarcely ever ſully'd been 
By the leaſt Foot ſteps of Orig*nal Sin. 

Her Life did ſtill as much Devotion breathe, 
As others do at their laſt Gaſp in Death, 
Hence, on her Tomb, of her let not be faid, 
So long ſhe Iiv'd; but. thus, So long ſhe pray'd. 


TO THE 


OT MY DEAR FRIEND 


MR. CHARLES MORWENT:.. 


Ignis utique quo clarius effulſit, citias extinguitur, eripit 
” aufertque ex oculis ſubitd' perfacta wirtus : quicquid 

eſt abſoluti facilias transfluit, & aptimi neutiquam ure 
nant. Cambdeni de Phil. PET, Bart. 
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Bea Friend! could my unbounded Grief but, 
. . 8 
With due Proportion thy too cruel Fate; 
Could I ſome happy Miracle bring forth, 
Great as my Wiſhes, and thy greater Wort, - 
 All-:Helicon ſhould ſoon be thine, 
And pay a-Tiibute to thy Shrine, 
The learned Siſters all transform'd ſhould: be 
No longer Nine, but one Melpcmene - 
13 
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Each ſhould into a Niobe relent, | 
At once thy Mourner, and thy Monument, 
Each ſhould become 
Like the fam'd Memnon's Speaking-Tomb *, 1 
To ſing thy well-tun'd P)aiſe ; 
Nor {hould we fear their being dumb, 
Thou ſtill would'ſt make 'em vocal with thy Raye. 


O that J could diſtil my vital Juice in Tears! 
Or waſte away my Soul in ſobbing * 
Were I all Eyes, 
To flow in liquid Elegies : 
That ev'ry Limb might grieve, 
And dying Sorrows ſtill retrieve; 
My Life ſhould be but one long Mourning-day ; 
And, like moiſt Vapours, melt in Tears away. 
I'd ſoon diſſolve in one great Sigh, 
And upwards fly, 
Glad fo to be exhab'd to Heav'n and thee. 
A Sigh, which might well-nigh reverſe thy Death, 
And hope to animate thee with new Breath ; 
Pow'rful as that which heretofore did give 
A Soul to ene Clay, and made it live. 


* A Statue in the Fgypii an Thebes, which, by the Heat 
of the Syn's Rays darting on it, is laid to have ſent for th a 
mournful Sound, 
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Tells Heav'n did ne'er diſplay 
Such Happineſs to bleſs the World with Stay. 
Death, in thy Fall, betray'd thy utmoſt Spite, 
And ſhew'd her Shafts moſt Times are levell'd at the 
Mie, | 
She ſaw thy blooming Ripeneſs Time prevent; 
She ſaw, and envious grew, and ſtrait her Arrow ſent: 
So Buds appearing, e'er the Froſts are paſt, 
Nip'd by ſome unkind Blaſt, 
Wither in Penance, for their forward Haſte, | 
Thus have I ſeen a Morn ſo bright, ! 


Adieu, bleſt Soul! whoſe haſty Flight away a 


So deck'd with all the Robes of Light, 
As if it ſcorn'd to think of Night, 
Which a rude Storm ere Noon did ſhroud, 
And bury'd all its early glories in a Cloud. 
The Day in fun'ral Blackneſs mourn'd, 
And all to Sighs, and all to Tears is turn'd. 


But why do we thy Death untimely leem 3 
Or Fate blaſpheme ? mY 
We ſhould thy full-ripe Virtues wrong, 
To think thee young. 
Fate, when ſhe did thy vig'rous Growth. behold, 
And all thy forward Glories told, q 
F orgot thy Tale of Years, and thought thee old. 


14 
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Scorning i'th' Bud to be confin'd, 
Out-ran thy Age, and left flow Time behind; J 
Which made thee reach Maturity ſo ſoon, 
And, at firſt dawn, preſent a full-ſpread Noon. 
So thy Perfections with thy Soul agree, 
Both knew no Non- age, knew no Infancy. 
Thus the firſt Pattern of our Race began 
His Life in Middle. age, at's Birth a perfect Man. 


The briſk Endowments ef thy mind, 


So well tow actedſt in thy Span of Days, 
As calls at once ſor Wonder and for Praiſe, 
Thy prudent Conduct had fo learnt to meaſure 
The diff'rent Whiles of Toil and Leiſure, 5 
No Time did Action want, no Action wanted. 
Pleaſure. | 
Thy buſy Induſtry could Time dilate, 
| And ftretch the Thread of Fate: 
Thy careful Thrift could only boaſt the Pow!r 
To lengthen Minutes, and extend an Hour, 
No fingle Sand could cer {lip by, 
Without its Wonder ſwell as high: 
And every teeming Moment till brought. forth | 
A thouſand Rarities of Worth. | 
While ſome no other Caule for Life can give, 
But a dull Habitude to live; | 


Thou ſcorn'dft ſuch Lazineſs, while here beneath, 
And liv'dſt that Time, which others only breathe. 


Next our juſt Wonder-does commence, | 
How fo ſmall Room could hold ſuch Excellence. 
Nature was proud, when ſhe-contriv'd thy F Fame, 

In thee ſhe labour'd-for-a Name: 


As if ſhe meant hereafter to be poor, 
And, like a Bankrupt, run o'th' Score. . 
Her curious Hand here drew in Straights, and join'd - 
All the Perfeftions lodge in human Kind; 
Teaching her num'rous Gifts to lic 
Crampt in a ſhort Epitome. | 
So Stars contracted in a Diamond ſhine, - 


Hence *twas ſhe laviſh'd all: her Store, : 1 


And Jewels in a narrow Point, confine 
The Riches of an Indian Mine. 
"Thus ſubtil Artiſts can 
Draw Nature's larger ſolf within a Span: 
A ſmall Frame holds the World, Earth, Heav'ns and all 
Shrunk to the 2 Dimenſions of a Ball, 


Thoſe Parts, which never in one Subject dwell, 
But ſome uncommon Excellence foretel, 
Like Stars, did all conſtellate here, 
And met together in one Sphere. 
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Thy judgment, Wit, and Memory conſpir'd 
To make themſelves and thee admir'd: 
And could thy Jang Height a longer Stay have 
known, 
Thou hadſt all other Glories and thyſelf outdone. 
While ſome to Knowlege by Degrees arrive, 
Through tedious Induſtry improv'd, 
Thine, ſcorn'd by ſuch pedantick Rules to thrive, 
But ſwift as that of Angels mov'd, 
And made us think it was intuitive. 
Thy pregnant Mind ne'er ſtruggled in its Birth, 
But quick, and while it did conceive, brought forth; 
The gentle Throws of thy prolifick Brain 
Were all unſtrain'd, and without Pain, 


Thus when great Fove the Queen of Wifdom bare 


So eaſy, and ſo mild, his Travels were. 


Nor were theſe F rults in the rough Soil beſtown : 


As Gems are thickeſt in rough Quarries ſown. 
| Good Nature, and good Parts, fo ſhar'd thy Mind, 
A Muſe and Grace were ſo combin'd, T- 
*T was hard to gueſs which with moſt Luſtre ſhin'd. 
A Genius did thy whole Comportment act, 
Whoſe charming Complaiſance did ſo attract, 
4s ev'ry Heart attack'd, 
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such a ſoft Air thy well-tun'd Sweetneſs ſway d. 
It told thy Soul of Harmony was made; 
All rude Affections that Diſturbers be, 
That mar or diſunite Society, 
Were Foreigners to thee. 
Love only, in their ſtead, took up its Reſt: 
Nature made that thy conſtant Gueſt, 


And ſeem'd to form no other Paſſion for chy 5 


Breaſt. 


This made thy Courteſy to all extend, 
And thee to the whole Univerſe a Friend; 


Thoſe which were Strangers to thy native Soll andy 


thee, ; 
No Strangers to thy Love could be, 
| Whoſe Bounds were wide as all Mortality. 
Thy Heart no Iſland was, disjoin'd 

(Like thy own Nation) from all H uman-kind; 

But *twas a Continent to other Countries fixt, 

As firm by Love, as they by Earth annex'd. 
Thou ſcorn'dit the Map ſhould thy Affection guide, 
Like theirs, who love, by dull Geography, 
Friends but to whom by Soil they are ally'd: 

Thine reach'd to all befide, 

To ev'ry Member of the World's great Family. 
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Heav'n's Kindneſs only claims a Name more 
general, 
Which we the nobler call,. | 
Becauſe * tis commony and vouchſaf d to all. 


- Such thy Ambition of obliging was; 
Thou ſeemꝰdſt corrupted with the very Pow 'r to pleaſe, 
Only to let thee gratify, 
At once did bribe and pay thy courteſy. 
Thy Kindneſs by Acceptance might be bought, | 
It for no other Wages ſought, ( 
But would its own be thought. 
No Suiters went unſatisfy'd away; 
But left thee more unſatisfy'd than they. 
Brave Titus *! thou might'ſt here. oy true Portraiture 
find, 
And view thy Rival in a private Mind. 
Thou heretofore deſerv dſt ſuch Praiſe, 
When Acts of Goodneſs did compute thy Days, 
Meaſur'd not by the Saz's, but thine own kinder 
rays. 
Thou thought'ſt each Hour out of Life's Journal loſ, 
Which could not ſome freſh- Favour boaſt, 
And reckon'dſt Bounties thy beſt Clep/ydras. 


* Tus Peſpaſ fan, from his great Humanity, ſurnamed, 
Toe Delight of Mankind. | 
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"Some Fools, who the great Art of giving want, 
Deflow'r their Largeſs with too flow a Grant: 
Where the deluded Suitor dearly buys 

What hardly can defray 
Th' Expence of Importanities, 

Or the Suſpenſe of torturing Delay, 

Here was no need of tedious Pray'rs to fue, 
Or they too backward Kindneſs woo. 
It moved with no formal State, | 

Like theirs, whoſe Pomp does for Intreaty watt: 

But met the Swift'ſt Defires half way; 
And Wiſhes did well nigh anticipate, 
And then as modeſtly withdrew, 
Nor for its due Reward of Thanks would ſtay. 


DI 


— 


"LE 
1 
41 7 

17 
1 
1 3:1 
* 
;4 ; 

9 

|. 

, . 
— 
a 
+ 4M 
9 
— 1 
i4 i 

£7 
* 11 
4 
4 
4% 
het 
14. 

— 
1 
4 F 
1 
1 
11 
1 
* 
iS 
{ 
if 
! of 

* 2 

qv 

* 

« 45 j 
5 

{il 
"14 

i 
4s) ö 
1 4 
Hz 1 
tj 
, * 
44 

4 


Somewhat was to the Miſerable due, 

Which they might juſtly challenge too, 
Whate'er Miſhap did a known Heart opprefs, 

The ſame did-thine as wretched' make ; 
Like yieldiug Wax, thine did th* Impreſſion take, 
And. paid its Sadneſs in as lively Dreſs. 

Thou could'ſt A ffictions from another's Breaft tranſlate, 
And foreign Grief impropriate ; _ 
Oft-times our Sorrows thine ſo much have grown, 0 


Yet might this Goodneſs to the Happy moſt accrue? * 


They ſcarce were more our own ; 
Who ſeem'd exempt, thou ſuffer'dſt all alone. 
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Our ſmall'ſt Misfortunes ſcarce could reach thy Ear, 
| | But made thee give in Alms a Tear; 
| And when our Hearts breath'd their Regret in Sighs, 
| As a juſt Tribute to their Miſeries. 
| Thine with their mournful Airs did ſympathize, 
Like Throngs of Sighs did for its Fibres crowd, 
| And told thy Grief from our each Grief aloud: 
Such is the ſecret Sympathy 

We may, betwixt two neighb'ring Lutes deſcry, 

If either by unſkilful Hand too rudely bent 


Its ſoft Complaint in penſive Murmurs vent, 
As if it did that Injury reſent : | 
Untouch'd, the other Strain returns the Moan, 
| And gives an Echo to each Groan. 
From its ſweet Bowels a ſad Note's convey'd, 
Like thoſe which to condole are made, 
As if its Bowels too a kind Compaſſion had. 


Nor was thy Goodneſs bounded with ſo ſmall Exteut, 
_ Or in ſuch narrow Limits pent. 
Let Female Frailty in fond Tears diſtil, 
Who think that Moiſture which they ſpill 
Can yield Relief, 
Or ſhrink the Current of another's Grief, 
| Wha hope that Breath which they in Sighs convey , 
Should blow Calamities away, 


; 
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Thine did a manher Form expreſs, | 
And ſcorn'd to whine at an unhappineſs ; | 
Thou thought'it it ſtill the nobleſt Pity to redreſs. 

On the Tha below, 
For whom thoſe purer Minds no Paſſion know : 


So friendly Angels their Relief beſtow N 


Whoſe ev'ry Breach does with a Salve abound, 
And wounds itſelf to cure another's Wound. 


Such Nature in that gen'rous Plant is found, 0 | 


In Pity to Mankind it ſheds its Juice, | 
Glad with the Expence of Blood to ſerve their Uſe: : 
Firit, with kind Tears our Maladies bewails, 
| And after heals ; 

And makes thoſe very Tears the Remedy produce. 


Nor didſt thou to thy Foes leſs generous appear, 
(lf there were any durſt that Title wear,) 
They could not offer Wrongs ſo faſt, 
But what were pardon'd with like Haſte; 
And by thy Acts of Amneſty defac'd. 
Had he who wiſh'd the Art how to forget, 
Diſcover'd its new Worth in thee, 
He had a double Value on it ſet, 
And juſtly ſcorn'd th' ignobler Art of Memory. 


"Twas plac'd as much out of the Reach of thoſe, 
As of material Blows. 


No Wrongs could thy great Soul to Grief expoſe, ! 
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No Injuries could thee provoke, 
Thy Softneſs always dampt the Stroke: 
As Flints on Feather-beds are eafieft broke. 
Affronts could ne'er thy cool Complexion heat, 
Or chace thy "Temper from its ſettled State: 
But ſtill thou ſtood'ſt, unſhockrt by all, 
As if thou hadſt unlearnt the Pow‘ to hate, 
Or, like the Pove, wert born without a Gall. 


Vain Szoicks, who diſclaim all human Senſe, 
And own no Paffiens to reſent Offence, 
May paſs it by with unconcem'd Neglect, 
And Virtue en thoſe Principles ere; 
Where tis not a Perfection, but Defett. 
Let theſe themſelves in a dull Patience pleaſe, 
Which their own Statues may poſſeſs, 
And they themſelves when Carcaſſes. 
Thou only couldſt to that high Pitch arrive, 
To court Abuſes, that thou mightſt forgive: 
Wrongs thus in high Eſteem, feem'd Courtefy, 
And thou the firſt was e' er oblig'd by Injury. 


Nor may we think theſe God-like Qualities 
Could ſtand in need of Votaries, 
Which heretofore had challeng'd Sacrifice. 
Each Afﬀignation, each Converſe, 
_ Gain'd thee ſome new Indolaters. 
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Thy ſweet Obligingneſs could ſupple Hate, 
And out of it, its Contrary create. | 5 
Its pow'rful ! nfluence made Quarrels ceaſe, 4 
And Feuds diſſolv'd tato a calmer Peace, 
Envy reſign'd her Force, and vanquiſh'd Spite, i 

Became thy ſpeedy Proſelyte. 

Malice could cheriſh Enmity no more: 0 
And thoſe which were his Foes before, | 
Now wiſh'd they might adore. 1 
Caſar may tell of Nations took, 
And Troops by Force ſubjected to his Yoke : of 
Wie read as great a Conqueror in thee, 4 
Vho couldſt by milder Ways all Hearts RO = 
The nobler Conqueſt of the two ? ö 

Thus thou whole Legions mad'ſt thy Captives be, 
And, like him too, couldſt look and ſpeak thy 


Victory. 
Hence may we calculate the Tenderneſs — 
Thou didſt expreſs, 4 
To all whom thou didſt with thy Friend{h! 'p bleſs. b 
To think of Paſſion by new Mothers bore, EN | 
To the young Offspring of their Womb, a 
Or that of Lovers to what they adore, a 
Ere Duty it become: 1 
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We ſhould too mean Ideas frame, 
Of that which thine might juſtly claim, 
And injure it, by a degrading Name: 
Conceive the tender Care 


Of ia. Angels to their Charge aſlign'd, 


Or think how dear 
To: Heav'n expiring Martyrs are, 
Theſe are the Emblems of thy Mind, 
The only yes to ſhew how thou waſt kind. 


*T'was laſting as Eternity, 
And firm as the unbroken Chain of Deſtiny. 
Embraces would faint Shadows of your Union ſhow, 
Unleſs you could together grow, 
That Union which is from Alliance bred, 
Does not ſo faſtly wed, 
Tho! it with Blood be cemented : 
That Link wherewith the Soul and Body's join'd, 
Which twiſts the double Nature in Mankind, 
Only ſo cloſe can bind, 


On whomſoe'er thou didſt confer this Tie, 


That holy Fire, which Romans to their Jeſta paid, 


Which they immortal as the Goddeſs made. 
This noble Flame's moſt fitly parallel; 


For thine were juſt ſo pure, and juſt ſo durable. 
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Thoſe feigned Pairs of Faithfulneſs, which claim 
So high a Place in ancient Fame, 
Had they the better Pattern ſeen, | 
They'd made their Friendihip more divine 
And ſtrove to mend their Characters by thine, 


Yet had this Friendſhip no Advantage been, 
Unleſs *twere exercis'd within: 
What did thy Love to other Objects tie, 
The ſame made thy own Pow'rs agree, 
And reconciPd thyſelf to thee. 
No Diſcord in thy Soul did reſt, 
Save what its Harmony increaſt. 
Thy Mind did with ſuch regular Calmneſs move,. 
As held Reſemblance with the greater Mind above. 
KReaſon there fix'd its peaceful Throne, 
And reign'd alone. 
The Will its eaſy Neck to Bondage gave, 
And to the ruling Faculty became a Slave. 
The Paſſions rais'd no civil Wars, 
Nor diſcompos'd thee with inteſtine Jars : 
All did obey, EL 
And paid Allegiance to its rightful Sway. 
All threw their reſty Tempers by, 
And gentle Figures drew, 
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Gentle as Nature in its Infancy, 
As when themſelves in their firſt Beings grew. 


'Thy Soul within ſuch ſilent Pomp did keep, 


As if Humanity were lull'd aſleep, 
So gentle was thy Pilgrimage beneath, 

Time's unheard Feet ſcarce make leſs Noiſe, 
Or the ſoft Journey which a Planet goes, 

Life ſeem'd all calm as its laſt Breath, 


A ill Tranquility fo huſht thy Breaſt, | 


As if ſome Halcyon were its Gueſt, 
And there had built her Neſt ; 
Tt hardly now enjoys a greater Reſt. 
As that ſmooth Sea which wears the Name of 
Peace, 5 
Still with one even Face appears, 
And feels no Tides to change it from its Place, 
No Waves to alter the fair Form it bears; 
As that unſpotted Sky, 
Where NMile does want of Rain ſupply, 
1s free from Clouds, from Storm is ever free: 
So thy unvary'd Mind was always one, 
And with ſuch clear Serenity ſtill ſhone, 


As caus'd thy little World to ſeem all temp'rate 


Zone. 
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Let Fools their high Extraction boaſt, 
And Greatneſs, which no Travail but their Mother's 
coſt, — 
Let 'em extol a ſwelling Name, 
Which theirs by Will and Teftament became; 
At beſt but mere Inheritance, 
As of the Spoils or Gift of Chance. 
Let ſome ill-plac'd Repute on Scutcheons rear, 
As fading as the Colours which thoſe bear, 
And prize a painted Field, 
Which Wealth as ſoon as Fame can yield. 
Thou ſcorn'dſt at ſach low Rates to purchaſe Worth, 
Nor couldſt thou owe it only to thy Birth, 
Thy ſelf-born Greatneſs was above the Pow'r 
Of Parents to entail, or Fortune to deflow'r. 
Thy Soul, which, like the Sun, Heav'n moulled 
bright, 
Diſdain'd to ſhine with borrow'd Light: 
Thus from himſelf th? eternal Being grew, 
And from no other Cauſe his Grandeur drew. 


Howe'er, if true Nobility 
Rather in Souls than in the Blood does lie: 
If from thy better Part we Meaſures tage, 
And that the Standard of our Value make, 
| «4 
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Who thought himſelf in one wide Globe confin'd, 
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Jewels and Stars become low Heraldry 
| To blazon thee. 
'Thy Soul was big enough to pity Kings, 
And look'd on Empires as poor humble Things, 
Great as his boundleſs Mind, 


And for another pin'd, 
Great as that Spirit whoſe large Powers row] 
Thro' the vaſt Fabrick of this ſpacious Bowl, 


5928 


And tell the World, as well as Man, can boaſt a 


Soul. 


Vet could not this an Haughtineſs beget, 
Or thee above the common Level ſet. | 
Pride, whoſe Alloy does beſt Endowments mar, 3 
(As things moſt lofty, ſmaller ſtill appear) 

With thee did no Alliance bear. 
Love-Merits oft are by too high Eſteem bely'd, 
V/ hoſe Owners leſſen while they raiſe their Price; 

Thane were above the very Guilt of Pride, 

Above all others, and thy own Hyperbole : 
In thee the wid*ſt Extremes were join'd ; 
The loftieſt and the lowlieſt Mind. 5 
Thus tho' ſome Part of Heav'n's vaſt Round 
Appear but low, and ſeem to touch the Ground, 
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vet 'tis well known almoſt to bound the Spheres. 
Tis truly held to be above the Stars, 
While thy brave Mind ed this noble F ne; 
Thou ſtood'ſt at once ſecure 
From all the Flattery and Obloquy of Fame, 
Its rough and gentler . were donn to thee the 
_ ſame: | | 
Nor this could thee exalt, nor that depreſs thee lower; 
But thou, from thy great Soul, on both look'dſt down, 
Without the ſmall Concernment of a Smile or 
Frown, 
Heav'n leſs dreads that it ſhould fir'd be 
By the weak flitting Sparks that upwards fly; 
Leſs the bright Goddeſs of the Night 
Fears thoſe loud Howlings that revile her Light, 
Than thou Malignant Wannen thy Worth ſhould 
blaſt, 
Which was too great for Envy's Cloud to overcaſt. 
»Twas thy brave Method to deſpiſe Contempt, 
And make, what was the Fault, the Puniſhment, 
What more Aſſaults could weak Detraction raiſe, 
When thou could'ſt Saint diſgrace, 
And turn Reproach to Praiſe. 
So Clouds, which would obſcure the Sun, oft gilded be, 
And vhades a are taught to ſnine as bright as he. 
K 4 
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So Diamonds, when envious Night 
Would ſhroud their Splendor, look moſt bright, 
And from its Darkneſs ſ:em to borrow Light. 


[Tad Heav'n compos'd thy mortal Frame, 
Free from Contagion as thy Soul or Fame: 
Could Virtue been but Proof againſt Death's Arms, 
Thoud'ſt Rood unvanquiſht by theſe Harms, 
Safe in a Circle made by thy own Charms. 

Fond Pleaſure, whoſe foft Magick oft I - 

Raw, unexperienced Souls, 

And with ſmooth Flattery cajoles, 

Could nc'er enſnare thee with her Wiles, 

Or make thee Captive to her ſmoothing Smiles, 
In vain that Pimp of Vice aitay'd to pleaſe, 
In hope to draw thee to its rude Embrace, 

Thy Prudence ſtill that Syrez paſt, 

Without being pinion'd to the Maſt : 

All its Attempts were ineffeQtual found; 

Heav'n fenc'd thy Heart with its own Mound, 

And forc'd the Tempter ſtill from that forbidden 
Ground, 


The mad Capricio's of the doting Age 
Could ne'er, in the ſame Frenzy, thee engage 3 ; 
But mov'd thee rather with a gen'cous rages 
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* Gallants, whom their high Breeding prize, 
| Known only by their Gallanture and Vice, 
Whoſe Talent is to Court a faſhionable Sin, 
And act ſome fine Tranſgreſſion with a jaunty Mien, 
May by ſome Methods hope the Vogue to win. 
Let thoſe gay Fops, who deem TY 
Their Infamies Accompliſhment, 
Grow ſcandalous to get Eſteem, 
And by Diſgrace ſtrive to be eminent. 
Here thou diſdain'ſt the common Road, 5 
Nor wouldft by aught be woo'd f 
To wear the vain Iniquities o'th' Mode, 
Vice with thy Practice did ſo diſagree, 
Thou ſcarce couldſt bear it in thy Theory. 
Thou didſt ſuch Ignorance *bove Knowledge Prize, 
And here to be unſkilPd, is to be wiſe. | 
Such the firſt Founders of our Blood, 
While yet untempted, ſtood 
Contented only to know Good. 


Virtue alone did guide thy Actions here, 
Thou by no other Card thy Life didſt ſteer: 
No fly Decoy would ſerve, 
To make thee from its rigid Dictates ſwerve. 
Thy Love ne'er thought her worſe 
Becauſe thou hadſt ſo few Competitors. 
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Thy Faults might all be on thy Forehead wore, 


| Prh*Crowd of following Sins forgot and loſt, 
Could ne'er its Sentence or Arraignment mils : 


Thou couldſt adore her, when ador'd by none, + 
Content to be her Votary alone: 

When *twas proſcrib'd the unkind World, 

And to blind Cells and Grotto's hurl'd, 
When Thought, the Fantom of ſome crazy Brain, 
Fit for grave Anchorets to entertain, 

A thin Chimera, whom dull Gown-men frame, 

To gull deluded Mortals with an empty Name. 


Thou own'dſt no Crimes that ſhun'd the Light, 
Whoſe Horror might thy Blood affright, 
And force it to its known Retreat. 
While the pale Cheeks do Penance in their White, 
And tell that Bluſhes are too weak to expiate : 


And the whole World thy Confeſſor. 
Conſcience within {till kept Aſſize, 
To puniſh and deter Impieties : 

That inbred Judge ſuch ſtrict Inſpection bore, 
So travers'd all thy Actions o'er ; no 

Th' eternal Judge could ſcarce do more: 

Thoſe little Eſcapades of Vice, 
Which paſs the Cognizance of moſt, 
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Thou didft prevent the young Deſires of Ill, 

And them, in their firſt Motions, kill : 
The very Thoughts, in others uncoafin'd, | 

4 And lawleſs as the Wind, g : | 

Thou couldſt to Rule and Order bind. 
They durſt not any Stamp but that of Virtue bear, 
And free from Stain, as thy moſt publick Actions were. 
Let wild Debauchees hug their darling Vice, 

And court no other Paradiſe, 

| Till want of Pow'r 

Bids 'em diſcard the ſtale Amour, 

And when diſabled Strength ſhall ee 

A ſhort Divorce, 

Miſcall that weak Forbearance Abſtinence, | 


Which wiſe Morality, and better Senſe, 
Stiles but, at beſt, a ſneaking Impotence. 
Thine far a nobler Pitch did fly, 
*Twas all free Choice, nought of Neceſſity. 
Thou didſt that puny Soul diſdain, 
Whoſe half-ſtrain Virtue only can reſtrain ; 
Nor wouldſt that empty Being own, » 
Which ſprings from Negatives alone; f 
But innly thought'K it always Virtue's Skeleton. 


Nor didſt thou thoſe mean Spirits more approve, 
Who Virtue only for its Dowry love, 
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But choſe to ſerve her ſtill without a Livery. 
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VUnbrib'd thou didſt her Sterling-ſelf eſpouſe, 
Nor wouldft a better Miſtreſs chuſe. 
Thou couldſt Affection to her bare Idea pay, 
The firſt that e'er careſs'd her the Platonick Way. 
To ſee her in her own Attractions dreſt, 
Did all thy Love arreſt, 


Nor lack'd there new Efforts to ſtorm thy breaſt. 


Thy gen'rous Loyalty 5 
Would ne'er a Mercenary be, | 


Yet waſt thou not of Recompence debarr'd, 
But countedſt Honeſty its own Reward ; 
Thou didſt not with a greater Bliſs t'accrue. 
For to be good, to thee, was to be happy too. 
That ſecret Triumph of thy Mind, 
Which always thou, in doing well, didſt find, 
Were Heav'n enough, were there no other Heav'n 
deſign'd. 


In Groſs, could thee their Owner call; 
They all did in thy ſingle Circle fall. 
Thou waſt a living Sy/em, where were wrote 
All thoſe high Morals, which in Books are 
ſought, | 


What Virtues few poſſeſs but by Retail, 
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Thy Practice did more Virtues flare 
Than heretofore the learned Porch e'er knew, 
Or in the Stag yrites ſcant Erhicks grew; 
Devout thou waſt, as holy Hermits are, 
Which ſhare their Time 'twixt Extaſy and Pray? r. 
Modeſt as Infant Roſes in their Bloom, 
Which, in a Bluſh, their Lives conſume; 
. So chaſte, the Dead are only more, | 
Who lie divorc'd from Objects, and from Pow'r. 
n pure, that if bleſt Saints could be 
Taught Innocence, they'd gladly learn of thee. 
Thy Virtue's Height in Heav'n alone could grow, 
Nor to aught elſe would for Acceſſion owe: 5 
It only now's more perfect than it was below. 


Yet Heav'n alone i its Thoughts did ſhare; 
It own'd no home, but in the active Sphere. 
Its Motions always did to that bright Center rowl, 
And ſeem'd t'inform thee only on Parole, 
Look how the Needle does to its dear North incline, 
As, were't not fix'd, twould to that Region climb, 
Or mark what hidden Force . 
_ Bids the Flame upwards take its Courſe, 
And makes it with that Swiftneſs riſe, 
As if *twere wing'd by th'Air, thro? which it flies. 


Hence, tho” at once thy Soul liv'd here and there, 
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Such a ſtrong Virtue did thy Inclinations bend, 
And made 'em ſtill to the bleſt Manſions tend. 
That mighty Slave, whom thy proud Victor's 
Rage 
Shut Pris'ner in a golden Cage, 
Condemn'd to glorious Vaſſalage; 

Ne'er long'd for dear Enlargement more, 
Nor his gay Bondage with leſs Patience bore, 
Than this great Spirit brookt its tedious Stay, 

While fetter'd here in brittle Clay, g 

And wiſh'd to diſengage and fly away. 

It vex'd and chaf'd, and ſtill defir'd to be 
Releas'd to the ſweet Freedom of Eternity. 


genres ws 
— 
3 —— 


— 
PPP 
;: # al £ D: n 
* CT _ _ — = 

ä 

— —— — 2 wc IO 


ogy 
r 
FOES WER 
Mun Mr 


— — _ 
. 


— a 
2 r 


—_ — rr 2 _ 1 * 
— == 
— bl 
—— 23 


Nor were its Wiſhes long unheard, 
Fate ſoon, at its Deſire, appear'd, 5 
And ſtraight for an Aſſault prepar'd. 
A ſudden and a ſwift Diſeaſe, 
Firſt on thy Heart, Life's chiefeſt Fort, does ſeize, 
And then on all the ſuburb Vitals preys : 
Next, it corrupts thy tainted Blood, 
And ſcatters Poiſon through its purple Flood. 
Sharp Aches in thick Troops it ſends, 
And Pain, which, like a Rack, the Nerves extends. 
Anguiſn through ev'ry Member flies, 
And all thoſe inward Gemonies, ö 
Whereby frail Fleſh in Torture dies. 
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All the ſaid Glories of thy Face, 
Where ſprightly Youth lay checkt with manly Grace, 
Are now impair'd, 
And quite, by the rude Hand of Sickneſs, mar'd. 
Thy Body, where due Symmetry, 
In juſt Proportions once did lie, 
Now hardly could be known; 
Its very Figure's out of Faſhion grown; 
And ſhould thy Soul to its old Seat return, 
And Life once more adjourn, 
Twould ſtand amaz'd to ſee its alter'd Frame, 


And doubt (almoſt) whether its own Carcaſe were the 
ſame. 


And here thy Sickneſs does new Matter raiſe, 
Both for thy Virtue, and our Praiſe; 
T was here thy Picture look*d moſt neat, 
When deep'ſt in Shades *twas ſet, 
Thy Virtues only thus could fairer be, 
Advantag'd by the Foil of Miſery. 
Thy Soul, which haſten'd now to be enlarg'd, 
And of its grofſer Load diſcharg d, 
| Began to act above its wonted Rate, 
And gave a Prelude of its next unbody'd State. | 
So dying Tapers, near their Fall, 
When their own Luſtre lights their F uneral, 
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Contract their Strength into one brighter Fire, 


And in that Blaze triumphantly expire, 
So the bright Globe that rules the Skies, 
Tho” he gild Heaven with a glorious Riſe, 
Reſerves his choiceſt Beams to grace his Set: 
And then he looks moſt great, 
And then in greateſt Splendor dies. 


Thou ſharpeſt Pains didſt with that Courage bear, 
And ſtill thy Looks ſo unconcern'd didſt wear: 
Beholders ſeem'd more indiſpos'd than thee ; 

For they were ſick in Effigie. 


Like ſome well-faſhion'd Arch thy Patience ſtood, 
And purchas'd Firmneſs from its greater Load. 


Thoſe Shapes of Torture, which to view in Paint, 
Would make another faint ; 


Thou couldſt endure in true Reality, 


And feel what ſome could hardly bear to ſee. 
Thoſe Indians who their Kings by Tortures choſe, 


Subjecting all the Royal Iſſue to that Teſt, 


Could ne'er thy Sway refuſe, 
If he deſerves to reign that ſuffers beſt. 
Had thoſe fierce Savages thy Patience view'd, 
| Thou'dſt claim'd their Choice alone; 


They with a Crown had paid thy Fartitude, 


And turn'd thy Death-bed to a Throne. 
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All thoſe heroick Pieties, 
Whoſe Zeal to Truth made them its Sacrifice: 
Thoſe nobler Scewela's, whoſe holy Rage 
Did their whole ſelves in cruel Flames engage, 
Who did, amidſt their Force, unmov'd appear, 
As if thoſe Fires but lambent were, 
Or they had found their Empyreum there. 
Might theſe repeat again their Days beneath, 
They'd ſeen their Fates out- acted by a nat'ral Death, 0 
And each of them to thee reſign his Wreath. 
In ſpite of Weakneſs and harſh Deſtiny, 
To reliſh Torment, and enjoy a Miſery 
So to careſs a Doom, 
As make its Sufferings Delights become: 
So to triumph o'er Senſe and thy Diſeaſe, 
As, amongſt Pains, to revel in ſoft Eaſe: 
Theſe Wonders did thy Virtue's Worth enhance, 
And Sicknefs to dry Martyrdom advance. 


Vet could not all theſe Miracles ſtern Fate avert, 
Or make't without the Dart. 
Only ſhe paus'd a while, with Wonder ſtruck, 
A while ſhe doubted if that Deſtiny was thine, 
And turned o'er again the dreadful Book, 
And hop'd ſhe had miſtook ; 
And wiſh'd ſhe might have cut another Line. 
Voi, II. . 
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145, TO THE MEMORY OF. 


But dire Neceſſity 
ä Soon cry'd *twas thee, 

And bad her give the fatal Blow. 

Strait the obeys, and ſtrait the vital Powers grow 
Too weak to grapple with a ſtronger Foe, 

And now the feeble Strife forego. 

Life's ſap'd Foundation ev'ry Moment finks, 
And ev'ry Breath to leſſer Compaſs ſhrinks : 
Laſt panting Gaſps grow weaker each Rebound, 
Like the faint Tremblings of a dying Sound : 
And doubtful Twilight hovers o'er the Light, 

Ready to uſher in eternal Night. 


Yet here e taught thee to out- brave 
All the flight Horrors of the Grave: 
Pale Death's Arreſt 
P . Ne'er ſhock'd thy Breaſt, 
Nor could i it in the dreadful Figure dreſt. 

That ugly Skeleton may guilty Spirits daunt, 
When the dire Ghoſts of Crimes departed haunt, 
Arm'd with bold Innocence, thou couldſt that Mormo 
dare, 1 

And on the barefac d King of Terrors ſtare, 
As free from all Effects as from the Cauſe of Fear. 
Thy Soul fo willing from thy Body went, 

As if both parted by Conſent, 


a > 
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No Murmur, no Complaining, no Delay, 
Only a Sigh, a Groan, and ſo away. 
Death ſeem to glide with Pleaſure in, 
As if, 1n this Senſe too, *thad loit her Sting, 
Like ſome well- acted Comedy, Life ſwiftly pail, 
And ended juſt ſo ſtill and ſweet at laſt. F 

Thou, like its Actors, ſeem'ſt in borrow'd Habit here 

, +» Þeneath, 

And couldſt, as s eaſily 

As they do that, put off Mortality. 

Thou breathedſt out thy Soul as free as common 
Breath, 


As unconcern'd as they are in a avian Death. 


Go, happy Soul, aſcend the joyful Sky, 
-Joyful to ſhine with thy bright Company : 
Go mount the ſpangled Sphere, 
And make-1t brighter by another Star: | 
Yet ſtop not there, till thou advance yet higher, 
Till thou art ſwallow'd quite 
In the vaſt unexhauſled Ocean of Delight; 
Delight, which there alone in its true Eſſence is, 
Where Saints keep an eternal Carnival of Bliſs: 
Where the Regalio's of refined Joy 
Which fill, but never cloy, _ 
„„ e 
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1;3 TO THE MEMORY OF 


Where Pleaſures ever growing, ever new, 
Immortal as thyſelf, and boundleſs too, 
There may'ſt thou tearned by Compendium | 
grow 3 | | 
For which in vain below, | 
We ſo much Time, and ſo much Pains beſtow. 
There may'ſt thou all Ideas ſee, 
All Wonders which in Knowledge be, 


In that fair beatific Mirror of the Deity. 


Mean while, the Body mourns in its own Duſt, 
And puts on Sables for its tender Truſt. 

Tho? dead, it yet retains ſome untouch't Grace, 
Wherein we may thy Soul's fair Footſteps trace, 
Which no Diſeaſe can frighten from its wonted 

Place : 
F'en its Deformities to thee become, 
And only ſerve to conſecrate thy Doom. 
Thoſe Marks of Death which did its Surface ſain, 
Now hallow, not profane. 5 
Each Spot does to a Ruby turn; 
Thoſe Aſteriſks, plac'd in the Margin of thy * 


Point out the nobler Soul that dwelt within: 


Thy leſſer, like the greater World, appears 


All over bright, all over ſtuck with Stars. 


So Iudian Luxury, when it would be trim, 
Hangs Pearls on every Limb. 


MR. CHARLES MORWENT. 


Thus, amongſt ancient Pic, Nobility 

In Blemiſhes did lie; 
Each by his Spots more honourable grew, 
And from their Store a greater Value drew: 


Their Kings were known by th? Royal Stains they bore, 


And in their Skins their Ermin wore. © 


Thy Blood, where Death triumph'd in greateſt State, 


Whoſe Purple ſeem'd the Badge of tyrant Fate, 
And all thy Body o'er 
Its ruling Colours bore : 
That which infected with the noxious Ill, 
But lately help'd to kill, 
Whoſe Circulation fatal grew, 
And thro? each Part a ſwifter Ruin threw. 
Now conſcious, its own Murder would arraign, 
And throngs to ſally out at ev'ry Vein. 
Each Drop a redder than its native Dye puts on, 
As if, in its own Bluſhes, *twould its Guilt atone. 
A ſacred Rubrick does thy Carcaſe paint, 


And Death, in ev'ry Member, writes the Saint. 


So Phebus cloaths his dying Rays each Night, 
And bluſhes he can live no longer to give Light. 


Let Fools, whoſe dying Fame requires to have, 
Like their own Carcaſſes, a Grave; 
| 1 
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44 10: THE MEMORY OF 


Where Pleaſures ever growing, ever new, 
Immortal as thyſelf, and boundleſs too, 
There may'ſt thou learned by Compendium 
grow 3 | | | 
For which in vain below, 
We ſo much Time, and ſo much Pains beſtow, 
There may*ft thou all Ideas ſee, | 
All Wonders which in Knowledge be, 
In that fair beatific Mirror of the Deity. 


Mean while, the Body mourns in its own Duſt, 
And puts on Sables for its tender Truſt. 

Tho' dead, it yet retains ſome untouch't Grace, 
Wherein we may thy Soul's fair Footſteps trace, 
Which no Diſeaſe can frighten from its wonted 

Place: 
E'en its Deformities to thee become, 
And only ſerve to conſecrate thy Doom. 


Thoſe Marks of Death which did its Surface ſtain, 


Now hallow, not profane. 
Each Spot does to a Ruby turn; 


Thoſe Aſteriſks, plac'd in the Margin of thy Skin, N 


Point out the nobler Soul that dwelt within: 


Thy leſſer, like the greater World, appears 


All over bright, all over ſtuck with Stars. 
So Indian Luxury, when it would be trim, 
Hangs Pearls on every Limb. 


WW | 
1104 
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Thus, amongſt ancient Pics, Nobility wie 
In Blemiſhes did lie ; 1 
Each by his Spots more honourable grew, 1 
And from their Store a greater Value drew: ij f 
| 1 


Their Kings were known by th' Royal Stains they bore, 
And in their Skins their Ermin wore. 
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Thy Blood, where Death triumph'd in greateſt State, 
Whoſe Purple ſeem'd the Badge of tyrant Rad 
And all thy Body o'er 
Its ruling Colours bore : 
That which infected with the noxious Ill, 
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But lately help'd to kill, 1 f 
Whoſe Circulation fatal grew, Þ; 
And thro? each Part a ſwifter Ruin threw. | 1 
Now conſcious, its own Murder would arraign, | [ 
And throngs to ſally out at ev'ry Vein. | 
Each Drop a redder than its native Dye puts on, ' j 
As if, in its own Bluſhes, *twould its Guilt atone. if 
A ſacred Rubrick does thy Carcaſe paint, 1 5 
And Death, in ev'ry Member, writes the Saint. | 1 
So Phebus cloaths his dying Rays each Night, 1 
And bluſhes he can live no longer to give Light. | I 
le 11 
Let Fools, whoſe dying Fame requires to have, | by 
Like their own Carcaſſes, a Grave; 1 
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150 TO THE MEMORY OF, &c. 


Let them, with vain Expence, adorn 
Some coſtly Urn, 
Which ſhortly, like themſelves, to Duſt ſhall t. turn, 
 __ Here lacks no Carian Sepulchre, 
Which Ruin ſhall, ere long, in its own Tomb inter. 
No fond Egyptian Fabrick, built ſo high, 
As if 'twould climb the Sky, 
And thence reach Immortality. 
Thuy Virtues ſhall embalm thy Name, 
And make it laſting as the Breath of Fame, 
When frailer Braſs 
Shall moulder by a quick Decreaſe : 
When brittle Marble ſhall decay, 
And to the Jaws of Time become a Prey. 8 
Thy Praiſe ſhall live, when Graves ſhall bury'd lie, 
Till Tune itſelf hall die, e 
And yield its Triple-Empire to Eternity. 


OF THAT WORTHY GENTLEMAN, 
MR HARMAN ATWOOD.. 
„„ 1 E. 


N o, I'll no more repine at Deſtiny, 
Now—we poor common Mortals are content to dic, 
When thee, blett Saint, we cold and breathleſs ſee. 
Thee, who, if aught that's great and brave, 
Aught that is excellent might ſave, 
Had juſtly claim'd Exemption from the Grave, 
And cancell'd the black, irreverſible Decree. 
Thou didſt alone ſuch Worth, ſuch Goodneſs ſhare, 
As well deſerv'd to be immortal here: 
Deſerve a Life as laſting as the Fame thou art to wear, 
At leaſt, why went thy Soul without its Mate? 
Why did they nat together undivided go? 
So went (we're told) the fam'd illuſtrious two, 
(Nor cguld they greater Merits ſhew, 
L4 
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132 TO THE MEMORY OF 


Alive they launch? into Life's boundleſs Happineſs, 


Altho' the beſt of Patriarchs that, 
And this the beſt of Prophets was) 
Heav'n did alive the bleſſed Pair tranſlate 


And never paſt Death's Streights and narrow Seas; 
Ne'er enter'd the dark, gloomy Thoroughfare of Fate. 


Long Time had the Profeſſion under Scandal lain, 
And ſelt a gen'ral, tho? unjuſt Diſdain, 
An upright Lawyer, Contradiction ſeem'd, 
And was ar leaſt a Prodigy eſtcem'd, 
If one, perhaps, did in an Age appear, 
He was recorded like fome blazing Star; 
And Statnes were erected to the wond'rous Man, 
As heretofore, to the ſtrange honeſt Publican. 7 


'To thee, the num'rous Calling all its Tn ſhould 


give, 

To thee, who couldſt alone, its loſt . retrieve. 
Thou the vaſt wide Extreams didſt reconcile, 

The firſt, almoſt e'er taught, it was not to beguile. 


To cach thou didſt diſtribute Right ſo equally, 


Ly" n Juſtice might herſelf corre& her Scales by thee. 
And none did now regret 
Fer once bewail'd Retreat, 


Since all enjoy'd her better Deputy? 
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Henceforth ſucceeding Time ſhall bear in Mind, 
And chronicle the beſt of all the Kind: 

The beſt e' er ſince the Man that gave 

Our ſuF*ring God a Grave; 

{That God, who living, no Abode could find, 
Tho? he the World had made, and was to ſave) 
Embalming him, he did embalm his Memory, 

And made it from Corruption free: 


Thoſe Odours kindly lent, PR the Breath of 


| Fame, 
And fix'd a laſting Fragraney upon his Name; L 
And rais'd it, with his Saviour, to an Immortality. 


Hence the ſtale, muſty Paradox of equal Souls, 
That ancient, vulgar Error of the Schools, 
Avow'd by dull Philoſophers and thinking Fools. 

Here might they find mar feeble Arguments 0'er- 
| thrown : 

Here might the grave Diſputers find 
_ Themſelves all baffled by a ſingle Mind, 
And ſee one vaſtly larger than their own, 
Tho! all of theirs were mix'd in one. 
A Soul as great as e'er vouchſaf*d to be 

Inhabiter in low Mortality; 

As cer the Almighty Artiſt labour'd to infuſe, 
Thro' all his Mint he did the brighteſt chuſe 3 
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154 TO THE MEMORY OF 


With his own Image ſtampt it fair, 
And bid it ever, the divine Impreſſion wear: 
And ſo it did, fo pure, ſo well, 

We hardly could believe him of the Race that fell : 
So ſpotleſs ſtill, and ſtill fo good. 

As if it never lodg'd in Fleſh and Blood. 
Hence conſcious too, how high, how nobly born; 

It never did reproach its Birth, 
By valuing aught of baſe or meaner Worth, 


But look'd on earthly Grandeur with Contempt and 
Scorn. 


Like his all- great Creator, who 
Can only by diffuſing, greater grow: / 
He made his chiefeſt Glory to communicate, 
And choſe the faireſt Attribute to imitate. 
So kind, fo gen'rous, and fo free, 
As if he only liv'd in Courteſy. 
To be unhappy did his Pity claim, 
Only to want it did deſerve the ſame: 
Nor lack'd there other Rhetorick than Innocence and 
Miſery. 
His unconſin'd, unhoarded Store | 
Was ſtill the vaſt Exchequer of the Poor; 
And whatſoe'er, in pious Acts, went out, 
Ae did in his own Inventory put: 
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For well the wiſe and prudent Banker knew _ 
IIis gracious Sovereign above wbuld all repay, 
And all th' Expences of his Charity defray ; 
And ſo he did, both Principal and Int'reſt too, 
And he, by holy Prodigality, more wealthy grew. 
Such, and ſo. univerſal, is the Influence 


Which the kind bounteous Sun does here ifpenſs, | 


With an unwearied, indefatigable Race, 

He travels round the World cach Day, 

And viſits all Mankind, and ev'ry Place, 

© And ſcatters Light and Bleſſings all the Way. 
Tho? he each Hour new Beams expend, 

Yet does he not, like waſting Tapers ſpend. 

Tho? he ten thouſand Years diſburſe in Light, 

The boundleſs Stock can never be exhauſted quite. 


Nor was his Bounty ſtinted or deſign'd, 
As theirs, who only partially are kind; 
Or give, where they Return expect to find: 
But like his Soul, its fair Original; 
was all in all, 
And all in ev'ry Part, 
Silent as his Devotion, open as his Heart. 
Brib'd with the Pleaſure to oblige and gratify, 
As Air and Sunſhine, he diſpos d his Kindneſs free, 
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155 TO THE MEMORY OF 


Yet ſcorn'd Requitals, and worſe hated Flattery, 
And all obſequious Pomp of vain Formality. 
Thus the Almighty Bounty does beſtow, 

Its Favours on our undeſerving Race below: 

Conferr'd on all its loyal Votaries : 

Conferr'd alike on its rebellious Enemies. 

To it alone our all we owe, 
All that we are, and are to be, 
Each Art and Science, to its Liberality, 
And this ſame trifling jingling Thing, call'd Poetry. 
Vet the great Donor does no coſtly Gratitude * 
No W of Sacrifice deſire; 
Nor are w' expenſive Hecatombe to raiſe, 
As heretofore, 

To make his Altars float, with W Gore, 

A ſmall Return the mighty Debt and Duty pays, 

Ev'n the cheap, humble Offering of worthleſs Thanks 

and . 


But how, bleſt Saint, ſhall I thy num'rous Virtues ſum, 

If one or two take up this Room? | 

To what vaſt Bulk muſt the full Audit come ? 

As that bold Hand that drew the faireſt Deity, 
„„ many naked Beauties by 


MR. HARMAN ATWOOD. 157 


And took from each a ſev'ral Grace, and Air, and 
Line, 
And all in one Epitome did join 
To paint his bright Immortal in a Form divine: 
So muſt I do to frame thy Character, 
PII think whatever Men can good and lovely call, 
And then abridge it all, 
And crowd and mix the various Ideas there; 
And yet at laſt, of a juſt Praiſe deſpair. 
Whatever ancient Worthies boaſt, 
| Which made themſelves, and Poets, their Deſcribere, 
Great, 
From whence old Zeal did Gods and Shrines create: 
Thou had'ſt thyſelf alone engroſt, 
And all their ſcatter'd Glories in thy Soul did meet: 
And future Ages, when they eminent Virtues ſee, 
(If any after thee 
Dare the Pretence of Virtue own, 
Without the Fear of being far out-done) 
Shall count 'em all but Legacy, 
Which from the Strength of thy Example flow, 
And thy fair Copy in a leſs correct Edition ſhow, 


Religion over all did a juſt Conduct claim, 
No falſe Religion, which from Cuſtom came, 
Which to its Font and Country, only ow'd its Name; 
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No Iſſue of devout and zealous Ignorance, 
Or the more dull Effect of Chance; 
But *twas a firm, well- grounded Piety, 


That knew all that it did believe, and why; 


And ſor the glorious Cauſe durſt die, 
And ;durſt out- ſuffer ancient Martyrology. 
So knit and interwoven with its being ſo, 
Moſt thought it did not from his Duty, Des his Na- 
ture o-; 
Exalted far above the vain, ſmall n of Wit, 
And all that vile, gay, lewd Buffoons can bring, 
Who try by little Railleries to ruin it, 
And jeer't into an unreguarded, 1 defenceleſ 
Thing, | 
The Men of Senſe, who in Confederacy j join, 
To damn Religion, had they view'd but thine, 
They'd have confeſs'd it pure, confeſs'd it all divine, 
And free from all Pretences of Impoſture or deſign, 
Pow?rful enough to counter- act lewd Poets and the 
Stage, 
And proſelyte as faſt as * debauch the Age; 
80 good, it might alone a guilty, condemn'd World 
reprieve, 
Should a deſtroying Angel ftand - 
With brandiſh'd Thunder in his Hand, 
3 Ready the bidden Stroke to give: 
Or a new Deluge threaten this and ev'ry Land. 
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Religion, once a quiet and a peaceful Name, 
Which all the Epithets of Gentleneſs did claim, 
Late prov'd the Source of Faction and inteſtine Jars: : 
Like the fair teeming Hebrew, ſhe 
Did travail with a wrangling Progeny, 


Surly, uncomplaiſant and rough ſhe grew, 

And of a ſoft and eaſy Miſtreſs, turn'd a Shrew. 
Paſſion and Anger went for Marks of Grace, 
And Looks deform'd and ſullen, ſanctify'd a Face. 


Thou firſt its meek and prim'tive Temper didſt re- n 


ſtore, 5 
Firſt ſhewd'fſt how Men were pious heretofore : 


The gall-leſs Dove, which otherwhere could find no 


Reſt, 
Early retreated to its Ark, thy "SOR 
And ftraight the ſwelling Waves decreas'd, 
And ſtraight tempeſtuous Paſſions ceas'd, 
Like Winds and Storm, where ſome fair Haltyon volts 
her Neſt, 
No over-threat'ning Zeal did thee inſpire; 
But *twas a kindly, gentle Fire, 
To warm but not devour, 
And only did refine, and make more pure : 


Such is that Fire that makes thy preſent bleſt Abode, 


The Reſidence and Palace of our God. 


And harbour'd in her Bowels, Feuds and civil Wars: 4 
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And ſuch was that bright, unconſuming Flame, 
So mild, ſo harmleſs, and ſo tame, 
Which heretofore i' th' Buſh to Maſes came: 
At firſt the Viſion did the wond'ring Prophet ſcare, 
But when the Voice had check'd his needleſs Fear, 
He bow'd and worſhip'd, and confeſt the Deity was 
there. a : 


Hail, Saint triumphant! hail, Heav'n's happy Gueſt; 
Fail, new Inhabitant, amongſt the Bleſt! 
Methinks I ſee kind Spirits in Convoy meet, 

And with loud Welcomes thy Arrival greet, 
Who, could they grieve, would go with Grief away, 
To ſee a Soul more white, more pure than they: 

By them thou'rt led on high 
To the vaſt glorious Apartment of the Deity. 
Where circulating Pleaſures make an endleſs Round, 
To which ſcant Time or Meaſure ſets no bound, 
Perfect, unmixt Delights, without Alloy, 
And whatſoe'er does earthly Bliſs annoy, | 
Which oft does in Fruition pall, and oft'ner cloy : 
Where Being is no longer Life, but Extaſy, 
But one long Tranſport of unutterable Joy. 
A Joy above the boldeſt Flights of daring Verſe, 
And all a Muſe unglorified, can fancy or rehearſe ; 
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There, happy thou, 


From Troubles and the buſtlin g Toil of Buſmeſs free, 


From Noiſe and Traceys of tumultuous Life below; 
Enjoy'ſt the ſtill and calm Vacation of Eternity. 
WAW 


— m—— the Traces, 
Have always the Wind in their Faces, 


This old Saw is founded on a traditionary Report, that ever 


ſince Sir Maliam Tracey, who was moſt active among the 
tour Knights that killed Thomas a Becket, (Archbiſhop of 
Canterbury) it is impoſed on the Traceys for a miraculous 
Penance, that whether they go by Land or Water, the'Wind 
is always in their Racers, 1 t 
| + Ray's Prov. 
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CHARA CT.H x 
or A CERTAIN 


UGLY OLD PRIEST. 


3 & tetrum ante omnia Vultum, 
Diffimilemque Jui, drformem pro cute pellem, 
 Pendenteſque genas, ac tales aſpice rugas, 

Dales, umbriferos ubi pandit Tabraca ſaltus, 
In watuld ſcalpit Jan mater fimia bucca, & c. 
Jr. Sat. bs. 
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Miſtaken Bleſſing, which old Age they call, 
»Tis a long, naſty, darkſome Hoſpital. 
A ropy Chain of Rheums; a Viſage rough, 
Deform'd, unfeatur'd, and a Skin of Buff. 
A ſtitch-fall'n Cheek, that hangs below the Jaw; 
Such Wrinkles as a ſkillful Hand would draw 
| For an old Grandam Ape, when with a Grace 
dhe fits at ſquat, and ſcrubs her Leathern-Face. 
_ Tranſlated by Mr. Ns Ht 1693. 3 
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This Satire, tis ſaid, Mr. Oldham wrote upon his a. | 
ther, but I cannot learn what Conduct of the old Gentleman 
could proyoke ſuch a ſevere Deſcription from a Son. 
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No Wonder if I am at a Loſs to deſcribe him, whom 
| Nature was as much puzzled to make. Tis here, as 
in Painting, where the moſt miſhapen Figures are the 
greateſt Proofs of Skill. To draw a Ther/ites, or A 


well, requires the Pencil of Yandyke or Titian, morg 


than the beſt Features and Lineaments. All the 


Thoughts I can frame of him, are as rude and indi- 


. geſted as himſelf. The very Idea and Conception of 
him are enough to cramp Grammar, to diſturb Ser/e, 
and confound Syntax. He's 'a Soleci/m in the great 


C onſtruction, therefore the beſt De/cription of him is Nen- 


ſenſe, and the fitteſt Character to write it in, that Por- 
hook- hand, the Devil, at Oxford, us d in Queen's Col. 
lege Library. He were Topick enough for convincing 


an Atheiſt that the World was made by Chance. The 


firſt Matter had more of Form and Order; the Chaos 
more of Symmetry and Proportion. I could call him 
Nature's Bye-Blow, Miſcarriage and Abortion, or ſay, 
he is her Embryo ſlink'd before Maturity; but that is 
ſtale and flat, and I muſt fly a higher Pitch to reach 
his Deformity. He is the uglieſt he ever took Pains 
to make ſo, and Ase to make worſe, All the Monſters 
of Africa he kennell'd in his ſingle 64/z. He's one 
of the Greze/ques of the Univer/e, whom the grand 
Artiſt drew only (as Painters do uncouth ugly Shapes) 
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to fill up the empty Spaces and Cantens of this preat 
Frame. He's Man anagrammatiz'd :' A Mantrake has 
more of human Shape: His Face carries Libel and 
Lampobn in't. Nature at its Compoſition wrote. Burle/que, 
and ſhew'd him how far The could out-do Art in Gri. 
mate. I wonder 'tis not hir'd by the Play-hoyfes to 
draw antick Var by. Without Doubt he was made 
to be laugh'd at, and defign'd for the Scaramuchio of 
Mantind. When I fee him, I can no more forbear, 
than at Sight of a Zany or Notes ; but am like to run 
the Riſque of the P/;/ophrr, looking on an Ai mum- 
bling 757. He's more ill-favour'd, than the Pic- 
ture of Winer drawn by a Fellow that daubs Sign- 
Poffs, more low'ring thun the laſt Day of January. 
I have ſeen a handfomer Mortal carved in .mmmmentsl 
Grugerbread, and woven in Hangings at Mortlack. If 
you have ever view'd that avvozten Gentleman that peeps 
nut of a Country Barber: Window, you may fancy 
ſome Re/embleance of him. His damn'd ſqueezing CI- 
Fool-Face can be liken'd to nothing better than the 

| Butrocks of an old wrinkled Baboon ſtraining upon an 
Hlilloch. The very Sight of him in a Morning would 

work with one beyond Jalap and Rhubarb. A Doctor 
I'm cold) once preſerib'd him to one of his Pariſhioners 
tor a Purge he wrought the Eyed, and gave the Pa- 
tient fourteen Steels, Tis Pity he is not drawn at the 
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City Charges, and hung up in ſome publick Forica ® 


as a Remedy againſt Co/tivene/s: Indeed, by his Hue 


you might think he had been employed to that Uſe: 


One would take him for the Picture of Scoggin or 


Tarleton on a Privy-houje Door, which by long ſtand- 


ing there has contracted the Colour of the neighbour- 
ing Excrements. Reading lately how Garagantua came 
into the Vorld at his Mother's Ear +, it put an un- 
lucky Thought into my Head concerning him: 1 
preſently fancied that he was voided, not brought 
forth, that his Dam was deliver'd of him on t'other 
Side, beſhit him coming out, and he has ever fince 


retained the Stains. His filthy Countenance looks like 


an old Chimney-picce in a decay'd Inn, fullied with 
| Smoak, and the ſprinkling of Al-pors, Tis dittier 
than an ancient rhumb'd Record, greafier than a Chan- 


dler's Shop-book. You'd imagine Snails had crawl'd 


the Haye upon it. The Caſe of it is perfect Yellam, 
and has often been miſtaken for it: A Scrivener was 
like to cheapen it for making Indentures and Deeds; 
beſides tis as wrinkled as a walting Buſtiu : It has 
more Furroaus than all Cotſeold f. You may reſemble 
it to a Gammon of Bacon with the Scwerd off. I believe 


A Bog-houſe, - + See Rablais's Works, 2 Vol. 
vo. 1 Hills in Cloncefter/hire, remarkeble for their 
; M 3 
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the Devil travels over it in his Sleep with Hob-nails 
in his Shoes, By the Maggot-eaten Sur-Face you'd 
{wear he had been dug out of his Grave again, with 
all his Vorms about him to bait Eel-books. But enou gh 
of it in general, I think it Time to deſcend to Part:- 
culars; I wiſh I could divide his Face, as he does his 
Text, i. e. tear it aſunder: Tis fit 1 begin with the 
moſt remarkable Part of it. His Mouth (ſaving your 
Preſence, Chriſtian Readers) is like the Devil's Arſe of 
Peak, and is juſt as large. By the Scent, you'd take 
it for the Hole of a Privy: He may be winded by a 
good Nee at twelve-ſcore; I durſt have ventur'd at 
firſt being in Company, that he dieted on a- fætida. 
His very Di/ceur/e ſtinks in a literal Senſe; *tis Break- 
ing Wind, and you'd think he talk'd at the other Fd. 
Laſt New-year's-day (1676.) he tainted a Lon of Yea! 
with ſaying Grace: All the Cueſts were fain to uſe the 
Fanatical- Poſture in their own Defence, and ſtand with 
their Caps over their yes like Malefafors going to be 
turn'd off. That too that renders it the more unſup- 
portable is, that it can't be ſtopp'd: The Breach is 
too big ever to be cloſed. Were he a Milliner, he 

might meaſure Ribbon by it without the Help of his 

Tard or Counter. It reaches ſo far backwards, thoſe 
that have ſeen him with his Peruke off, ſay it may be 
diſcern'd behind. When he gapes, *twoul ſtretch the 
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Ducheſs of Cleaveland to ſtraddle over: I had almoſt 
ſaid, *tis as wide as from Dower to Calais. Could he 
ſhut it, the YYrinkles round about would repreſent the 
Form of the Sea-mens Compaſi, and ſhould he bluſter 
'twere a pretty Emblem of thoſe ſwelling Mouths, at 


the Corners of Maps puffing out Storms. When he 
Jmokes, I am always thinking of Mongibello * and its 


Eruptions, His Head looks exactly like a Device on a 
Kitchen Chimney : His Mouth the Vent and his No/e the 
Fane. And now I talk of his Snout, I dare not men- 
tion the Elephant's, for fear of ſpeaking too little: 


I'd make bold with the old Vit, and compare it to 


the Gnomon of a Dial; but that he has not Teeth 


enough to ſtand for the 7awvelve Hours, *Tis fo long, 
that when he rides a Journey, he makes uſe of it to 
open Gates, He's fain to ſnite it with both Hands. It 
cannot be wip'd under as much as the Royal Breech. 
A Man of ordinary Bulk might find Shelter under its 
Ewes, were it not for the Droppings. One proteſted to 
me in Razllery, that when he looks againſt the Sun, it, 


ſhadows his whole Body, as ſome ſtory, of the Scia- 


on Feet +. Another PEER Raſcal would make. 


Mount foe. | F A Sortof — People 
in India, having but one Leg, with which they run very 
ſwift, and 1o large a Foot, that lying upon their Backs my. 
can ſhade their Body with it, 
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me believe that the Arches of it are a8 hows 4 29 any 

two of London Bridge, os the great Rialto at Fenice. 
Not long age L met a one-leg'd Tarpauling that had 
been begging at his; Dann, but eauld get nething : 
The witty: //Zharg/an (I remember) ſwere that his Bow- 


was as long as that of the Rqyal. Scweraigu. I 


confeſs, ftood he in my Way, I durſt not venture 
re und by his Fer-, for Fear af going half a Mile 
about. *Tis perfectly daubling the Cape. He has 
this Privilege for being unmannenly ; that it will not 
fuſter him to put off his Hur: And. therefore (as tis 


. faidjj at Hun he has a Card faften'd to it, and draws 


ic off with a Pally, and ſo receives the Adureſes of 
thoſe that viſit him. This 'm very: confident of, he 
has not heard himfelf ſneeze theſe /ever Years : And 
that leads me to his Toaks of Hearing: His Ears re- 
ſemble thoſe of a Cums Fuftice's Black-Fack, and are 
of the ſame Matter, Hur and: Sig. He's as well hung 
2s any. Hound in. the Cawwny 3 hut by their Bulk and 
growing upward, he deferves to be rank'd with a Gra- 

ver of Beats: His ſingle ſelf might have fhewn with 
MEC , and all the Club Diwvinzs. You may pare 
_— from the Sides of his Head to have _ 


13 The 1 Eettert of the Names of Sept Marſhall 
And Tan Calamye 
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a whole Regiment of Round- Heads : He wears more 
there, than all the Pillories in England ever have done. 
Mandeville tells us of a People ſomewhere, that uſe 
their Ears for Cu/oions : He has reduced the Legend to 
Probability: A Servant of his (that could not con- 
ceal the Midas) told me lately in private, that going 
to Bed, he binds them on his Crogun, and they ferve 
him inſtead of Quilt Night-caps. The next obſervable 
that falls unden my Con/ideration is his Back Nor 
need I go far out of my Way to meet it. for it peeps 
over his Shoulders: He was built with a Buttre/s to 
ſupport the Weigbi of his Ne, and help to balance 
it. ANatare hung on him a Kzap/ach, and made him 
repreſent both Tinker and Budget too. He looks like 
the vifible Ye of Zxcas bolſtring up his Father, or 
like a Beggar-Weman, endorſk with her whole Litter, 
and with Child behind. You may take him for Auti- 
Chriſtopher with the Devil at his Back, I believe the 
Atlas in Wadbam-Garden at Oxford was carv'd by him. 
Certainly he was begot in a Cuppirg-glaſs: His Mo- 


ther longed for Pompions, or went to ſee ſome Camel 


thewn. while ſhe was conceiving him. One would 


think a Male has crept into his Carcaſe before tis 


laid in the Church. yard, and rooted in it, or that an 
Earthquake had diforder'd the Symmetry of the Micro- 


qyſa, ſunk one Mountain, and put up another, And 
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now I ſhould deſcend lower if I durſt venture : But 
11 not defile my Pen My Ink is too cleanly for a 
farther De/cription. I muſt beg my Reader's Diſtance; 
as if I were going to untruſs. Should I mention what 
is beneath, the very Fakes would ſuffer by the Com- 
pariſon, and *tweie enough to bring a Bog-houſe in 
Diſgrace. Indeed he ought to have been drawn, like 
the good People on the Parliament-houſe, only from the 
Shoulders upwards, To me 'tis a greater Prodigy than 
| himſelf, how his Soul has ſo long endured ſo naſty a 
Lodging. Were there ſuch a Thing as a Metempſychoſis, 
how gladly would it exchange its Carcaſe for that of 
the worſt and wile? Brute: I'm ſufficiently perſuaded 
againſt the Vim of Pre-exiftence ; for any Thing that 
had the Prerence of Reaſon would never have entered 
ſuch a Durance out of Choice Doubtleſs it muſt have 
been guilty of ſome unheard-of Sin, for which Hea- 
ven dooms it Penance in the preſent Body, and ordains 
it, its firſt Hell here. And *tis diſputable which may 
prove the worſt, for *thas ſuffer'd half an Eternity al- 
ready, Men can hardly tell which of the zwvo will 
out-live the other. By his Face you'd gueſs him one 
of the Patriarchs, and that he liv'd before the Flood: 
His Head looks as if't had worn out zhree or four Be- 
dies, and were legacied to him by his Great-Grand- 
father. His Age is out of Know/ege. I believe he was 
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born before Regiſters were invented. He ſhould have 
been a Ghoſt in Queen Mary's Days. I wonder Hol- 
ling/head does not ſpeak of him. Every Limb about 


him is Chronicle: Par and John of the Times were 
fort-Livers to him. They ſay, he can remember 


when Paul's was founded ; and London Bridge built. 


[I myſelf have heard him tell all the Stories of York 


and Lancaſter upon his own Knowwlege. His very Cane 
and Spectaclec are enough to ſet up an Autiguary. The 


firſt was the Walking-ftaff of Lanfranc Archbiſhop of 


Canterbury, which is to be ſeen by his Arms upon the 
Head of it. The other belong'd to the Chaplain of 
William the Conqueror 3 was of Norman Make, and 
travelPd over with him. Tis ſtrange, the late Au- 
thar of Madam Fickle * forgot to make his Sir Arthur 
Oldlowe ſwear by them, the Oath had been of as good 
Antiquity as St. Auſtin's Night-cap. or Mahomet's Thre- 
fold. I have often wonder'd he never ſet up for a 
Conjurer : His very Look would bring him in Vogue, 
draw Cuſtom, and undo 'Lily and Gadbury, You'd. 
take him for the Ge of old Haly or Albumazar, or 
the Spirit Frier in the Fortune Boch; his Head for 
the inchanted branes one of Frier Bacen. , Twould 


* Or, The Wiity Falſe One, a : Comedy written by Tom, 
bung, 1677 | 
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pofe a good Phy/ognomi/t to give Names to the Lins 
in his Face. I've obſerv'd all the Figures and Dia- 
grams in Agrippa and Pralomy's Centiloguies there, upon 
ſtrict View. And t'other Day a Linguiſt of my Ac- 
guaintance ſhew'd me all the Arabic Alphabet betwixt 
bis Brow and his Chin. Some have admired how he 
came to be admitted into Orders, fince his very Face 
is againſt the Canon : 1 gueſs he pleaded the Qualifca- 
tian of the Prophets of Old, to be withered, tootbleſ. 
and defarmed. He can pretend to be an Eliſha only by 
his Baldre/s. The Devil's Oracles heretofore were ut- 
ter'd from fuch a Mouth. *T'was then the Candidate: 
for the Tripos were fain to plead Wrinkles and prey 
Hairs; a Splay Mouth, and a Goggle Eye were the 
cheapeſt Simony, and the Ugly and Crippled were the 
only Men of Preferment. And this leads me to conſi- 
der him a little in the Pulpit, And there, tis hard 
to diftinguiſh, whether that, or his in be the coarſer 
 Wainſcot : He reprefents a crack d Weather-glaſs in a 
Frame. You'd take him by his Loot, and Poſture 
for Muggleton doing Perance, and pelted with rotten 
Eger. Had his Hearers the Trick of writing Short- | 
hand, I ſhould fancy him an Ofner upon a Scaffold, 
and them penning his Confſſion. Not a flux'd Debau- 
chie in a Seeating-tub makes worſe Faces. He males 
Doctrine as Folks do their Water in the Stone or Stran- 
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gury. Balaom's Aſs was a better Divine, and had a 
better Delivery. The Thorn at Glaſtenbury had more 
Ser/e and Religion, and would make more Corverts. 


He ſpeaks not, but grunts, like one of the Gagarene 


Hoys after the Devils enter'd. When I came firſt to 
his Church, and ſaw him perch'd on high againſt a 


Pillar, I took him by his Gaping for ſome Juggler 


going to ſwallow Bibles and Hour-glafſes. But I was 
ſoon convinc'd that other Fears were to be play'd, and 
on a ſudden loſt all my Senſes in Nee. A drunken 


Huntſman reeling in, the while he was at Prayer, aſked - 
if he was giving his Pariſhioners a Hallo : He has 


preached half his Parif deaf: His Din is beyond the 
Catadupi of Nite * All his Patrons Pigeons are fright- 


ed from their Apartment, and he's generally believ'd 


the Occaſion, He may be heard farther than Sir Sa- 
* muel Moreland s Flagelet. Nay, one damn'd mad Rogue 
ſwore, ſhould he take a Text concerning the Re/ur- 


rection, he might ſerve for the laſt Trumpet. And yet 


in one Reſpect he's fitted for the Fundtion. His Coun- 


tenance, if not Doctrine, can ſcare Men into Repentance, 
like an Apparitiou Should he walk after he's dead, 


he would not be more dreadful, than now while he is 


*The Zthiopians inhabiting there are naturally deaf, by 
the Noiſe of the Waters diſordering the Organs of Hearing. 
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alive. A Maid meeting him in the Dark in a Cur}. 
yard, was frighted into Fanatici/m. Another is in 
| Bedlam upon the ſame Occaſion : I dare not approach 
him without an Exorci/m. In the Name, &c. is the fit- 
teſt Salutation: Some have thought the Par/onage-Houe 
haunted ſince he dwelt there. In Yorkfire ('tis re- 
ported) they make uſe of his Name inſtead of Raw- 
head and Bloody-bones to fright Children. He is more 
terrible than thoſe Fantoms Country-folks tell of by 
the Fire-ſide, and pretend to have ſeen, with Leathern 
Wings, Clowen Feet, and Saucer Eyes If he goes to 
Hell (as *tis almoſt an Article of my Creed, he will) 
the Devils will quake, for all their warm Davelling, 
and crowd up into a Noo# for Fear of him. 
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| Lord, how dreadful is the Proſpe& of Death, at the 


remoteſt Diſtance ! How the ſmalleſt Apprehenſion of 
it can pall the moſt gay, airy, and briſk Spirits ! 
Even I, who thought I could have been merry in 


Sight of my Coffin, and drink a Health with the 
Sexton in my own Grave, now tremble at the leaſt 


Envoy of the King of Terrors. To ſee but the ſhaking 
of my Glaſs, makes me turn pale, and Fear is like to 


prevent and do the Work of my Diſtemper. All the 


Jollity of my Humour and Converſation 1s turned on a 
Sudden into Chagrin and Melancholy, black as De- 
ſpair, and dark as the Grave, My Soul and Body 
ſeem at once laid out, and I fancy all the Plummets 
of eternal Night already hanging upon my Temples, 
But whence proceed theſe Fears ? Certainly they are 


not idle Dreams, nor the accidental Product of my 


Diſeaſe, which diſorders the Brains, and fills 'em 
with 
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with odd Chimeras. Why ſhould my Soul be averſe 
to its Enlargement? Why ſhould it be content to be 
knit up in two Yards of Skin, when it may have all 


the World for its Purlieu ? Tis not that I am unwil- 


ling to leave my Relations and preſent Friends: I am 
parted from the firſt already, and could be ſever'd from 
both the Length of the whole Map, and live with my 
Body as far diſtant from them, -as my Soul muſt when 
I'm dead. Neither is it that Pm loth to leave the De- 


lights and Pleaſures of the World; ſome of them I 


have tried, and found empty; the others covet not, 
becauſe unknown, I'm confident I could deſpiſe em all 


by a Greatneſs of Soul, did not the Bible oblige me, 


and Divines tell me *tis my Duty. It is not neither that 
I'm unwilling to go hence before I've eſtabliſhed a Re- 
putation, and ſomething to make me ſurvive myſelf. 
I conld have been content to have been fiill-born, and 
have no more than the Regifter or Sexton to tell, that 
Ive never been in the Land of the Living. In fine, 
tis not from a Principle of Cowardice, which the 
Schools have called Self-preſervation, the poor Effect 
of Inftint, and dull Pretence of a Brute, as well as 


me. This Unwillingneſs, therefore, and Averſion to 
undergo the general Fate, mult have a juſter Original, 


and flow from a more important Cauſe. I'm well ſa- 
tisfied that this other Being within, that moves and 
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actuates my Frame of Fleſh and Blood has a Life be- 
yond it and the Grave; and ſomething in it prompts 
me to believe its Immortality. A Reſidence it muſt 
have fomewhere elſe, when it has left this Carcaſe, 
and another State to paſs into, unchangeable and ever- 
laſting as itſelf after its Separation. This Condition 
muſt be good or bad, according to its Actions and 
Deſerts in this Life; for as it owes its Being to ſome 
iufinite Power that created it, I well ſuppoſe it his 
Vaſſal, and obliged to live by his Law; and as cer- 
tainly conclude, that according to the keeping or 
breaking of that Law, tis to be rewarded or puniſhed 
hereafter. This Diverſity of Rewards and Puniſh- 
ments makes the two Places, Heaven and Hell, ſo often 
mentioned in Scripture, and talked of in Pulpits. Of 

the latter, my Fears too cruelly convince me, and the 
_ Anticipation of its Torment, which I already feel in 
my own Confcience, there is, there is a Hell, and 
damned Fiends, and a never-dying Worm, and that 
Seeptick that doubts of it, may find 'em all within 
my ſingle Breaſt, I dare not any longer, with the 
Atheiſt, diſbelieve them, or think 'em the Clergy's 
Bugbears, invented as Nurſes do frightful Names for 
their Children, to ſcare em into Quietneſs and Obe-_ 
dience. How oft have I triumphed in my unconcerned 


and ſeared Inſenfibility : ? How oft win of that un- 
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happy ſuſpeRted Calm, which, like that of the Dead 


Sea, proved only my Curſe, and a treacherous Am- 


buſh to thoſe Storms, which at preſent (and will for 


ever, I dread) ſhipwreck my Quiet and Hopes? How 


oft have I rejected the Advice of that Boſom-Friend, 


and drowned its Alarms in the Noiſe of a tumultuous 


Debauch, or by ſtupifying Wine (like ſome con- 
demned Malefactor) armed myſelf agaiuſt the Appre- 
henſions of my certain Doom; now, now the Tyrant 
awakes, and comes to pay at once all Arrears of 


Cruelty. At laſt, but too late, (like drowning Ma- 
riners) I ſee the gay Monſters, which inveigled me 


into my Death and Deſtruction. Oh the gnawing 
Remorſe of a raſh, unguarded, unconſidering Sinner! 


Oh how the Ghoſts of former Crimes affright my 


haunted Imagination, and make me ſuffer a thouſand 


Racks and Martyrdoms ! I ſee, methinks, the Jaws 


of Deſtruction gaping wide to ſwallow me; and I 
(like one ſliding on Ice) though I fee the Danger, 
cannot ſtop from running into it. My Fancy repre- 


ſents to me a whole Legion of Devils, ready to tear 


me in Pieces, numberleſs as my Sins or Fears; and 
whither, alas ! whither ſhall I fly for Refuge ? Where 
ſhall I retreat and take Sanctuary? Shall I call the 
Rocks and Mountains to cover me ? or bid the Earth 
yawn wide to its Center, and take me in? Poor Shift 
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of eſcaping Almighty Juſtice! Diſtracting Frenzy, 
that would make me believe Contradictions, and hope 
to fly out of the Reach of him whoſe Preſence is 
every where, not excluded Hell itſelf ; for he is there 
in the Effects of his Vengeance. Shall I invoke ſome 
Power infinite, as that which created me, to reduce 
me to nothing again, and rid me at once of my Being 
and all that tortures it? Oh no, *tis in vain ; I mult 
be ferced into Being, to keep me freſh for Torment, 
and retain Senſe only to feel Pain. I muſt be dying 
to all Eternity, and live ever, to live ever wretched. 
Oh that Noture had placed me in the Rank of Things 
that have only a bare Exiſtence, or at beſt an animal 
Life, and never given me a Soul and Reaſon, which 
now muſt contribute to my Miſery, and make me envy 
Brutes and Vegetables! Would the Womb that bore 
me had been my Priſon till now, or I ſtept out of it 
into my Grave, and ſaved the Expences and Toil of 
a long and tedious Journey, where Life affords nothing 
of Accommodations to invite one's Stay. Happy had 
I been, if I had expired with my firſt Breath, and 
entered the Bill of Mortality as ſoon as the World ; 
Happy if I had been drown'd in my Font, and that 
Water which was to regenerate, and give new Life, 
had prov'd mortal in another Senſe ! I had then died 
without any Guilt of my own, but what I brought 
"WM 3 
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into the World with me, and that too aton'd for; I 
mean, that which I contracted from my firſt Parents, 


my Unhappineſs rather than my Fault, inaſmuch as 


I was fain to be born of a ſinning Race: Then I had 
never enhanced it with acquired Guilt, never added 
thoſe innumerable Crimes, which muſt make up my 
Indictment at the grand Audit. Ungrateful Wretch ! 


Pve made my Sins as numerous as thoſe Bleſſings and 


Mercies the Almighty Bounty has conferred upon me, 


to oblige and lead me to Repentance. How have I 


abufed and miſemployed thoſe Parts and Talents which 


might have rendered me ſerviceable to Mankind, and 
repaid an Intereſt of Glory to their Donor ! How ill 


do they turn to Accompt which I have made the Pa- 
trons of Debauchery, and Pimps and Panders to Vice! 
How oft have I broke my Vows to my great Creator, 


which I would be conſcientious of keeping to a filly 
Woman, a Creature beneath myſelf ! What has all 


my Religion been but an empty Parade and Shew ? 


Either an uſeful Hypocriſy, taken up for Intereſt, or 
a gay ſpecious Formality, worn in Complaiſance to 
_ Cuſtom, and the Mode, and as changeable as my 


Cloaths and their Faſhion, How oft have ! gone to 
Church (the Place where we are to pay him Homage 
and Duty) as to an Aſſignation or Play, only for Di- 
verſion; or at beſt, as I muſt ere long (for aught I know) 
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with my Soul ſevered from my Body? How I tremble 
at the Remembrance! as if I could put the Sham 
upon Heaven, or a God were to be impoſed on like 
my Fellow-creature : And dare I, convicted of theſe 
High Treaſons againſt the King of Glory, dare I 
expect a Reprieve or Pardon? Has he Thunder, and 
are not all his Bolts levell'd at my Head, to ſtrike 
me through the very Center? Yes, I dare appeal to 
thee, boundleſs Pity and Compaſſion ! My own In- 
ſtances already tell me that thy Mercy is infinite ; for 
I've done enough to ſhock Long-ſufferance itſelf, and 
weary out an eternal Patience. I beſeech thee, by 
thy ſoft and gentle Attributes of Mercy and Forgive- 
neſs, by the laſt dying Accents of my ſuffering 
Deity, have pity on a poor, humble, proſtrate, and 
confeſſing Sinner: And thou great Ranſom of loſt 
Mankind, who offeredſt thyſelf a Sacrifice to atone 
our Guilt, and redeem our mortgaged Happineſs, 
do thou be my Advocate, and intercede for me with. 
the angry Judge. 


My Pray'rs are heard, a glorious Light now ſhone, 
And (lo!) an Angel-Poſt comes haſtening down 
From Heav'n; I ſee him cut the yielding Air, 

So ſwift, he ſeems at once both here and there 

So quick, my Sight in the Purſuit was flow, 

And Thought could ſcarce ſo fon the Journey 20. 
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No angry Meſſage in his Look appears, 

His Face no Signs of threat'ning Vengeance wears, 

Comely his Shape, of heav'nly Mien and Air, 

Kinder than Smiles of beauteous Virgins are. 

Such he was ſeen, by the bleſt Maid of old, 

When he, th' Almighty Infant's Birth foretold. 

A mighty Volume in one Hand is borne, 

Whoſe open'd Leaves the other ſeems to turn: 

Vaſt Annals of my Sins in Scarlet writ, 

But now eras'd, blot out, and cancell'd quite. 

Hark how the heav'nly Whiſper ſtrikes mine Ear, 
Mortal, behold thy Crimes all pardon'd here! 

Hail, ſacred Envoy of th' Eternal King! 
Welcome as the bleſs'd Tidings thou doſt bring. 

Welcome as Heav' n, from whence thou e but F 

- now. | | 
T hus low to thy great God and mine 1 6 

And might I here, O might I ever grow, 

Fix'd and unmov'd, an endleſs Monument 

Of Gratitude, to my Creator ſent. 


